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TiK mojl UrmntMt Tugtah 

LMjtrcfts Addronicftswith the Crowue* 
Princes that ftrhie by fa&ions and by friends 
Ambitiouflyfor Rulcand Emperic, 

Know thatthe people of Rome for wliomc we Rand 
A fpeciall Partie,haue by common voyce. 

In flexion for the Romainc Etnperie 
Chofen Andronieus^ furnaroed Pms^ 

For many good and great defertsto Rome : 

A noble man, a braucr warriour, 

Liues not this day within the Citty walls. 

H'eby theSenatcis atcited home, 

From weary warres agaiaft the barbarous Gothes, 
That with his fonnes( a terror to our foes ) 

Hath yoakta nation llrong, tryind vp in Armes. 
Tenneyearesarefpentfincefirfthe vnberteoke 
Thiscaufeof Rome, andchaftifed with Armes 
Our enemiespride : Fiue times he hath retumi 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant fonnes. 

In Coffins fromthe field, ' 

And now at laft, laden with honours fpoiles 
Returnesthe good Andron:eus to Rome, 

Renowned T«r«iflounOfing in Annes, 

X,et vs intreac by honon r of his name , 
Whomcworthily you would hauenow fucceede. 

And in the Capitoil and Senatesrighr, 

Whotne you pretend to honour and adore. 

That yeu withdraw you, and abate your flrengm, 
Difraiffe your followers, andas filters fhould, 

Plead yqurdefertsin peateand humblcncs. 

Saturn whs* 

How faire the Tribune fpeakes to calms my thoughts. 
8ajsimur. 

Matws Atfdronicub ^ dosafi&c*,. 

. . 
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ofTfotu Andfonic'iS* 

In thy vprightnes and integrity, 

And fol loue and honour thee and thine. 

Thy noble brother 7Wr and his fonnes. 

And her to whome my thoughts are humbled all. 

Gracious Lttuinia, Romes rich Ornament, 

That I will heeredifmiffemy louing friends i 
A nd to my fortunes and the peoples fau our, 

Commit my caufe in ballance to be waid. Exit Sextete*-* 

Sawminus, 

Friends, thatbauebeene thusforward in my right, 
IthdnkeyoualljandheeiedifmifTe youal!. 

And to theloueandfauour ofmy Country, 

Commit my felf e, my perlon , and the caufe*. 

R u n.e beasiuff and gracious vn to me, 

As-1 am confident and kinde to thee. 

Open the gatesand letme in. 

'Aofctartts, Tribunes and me a poore Competitor. 

They go c zf mo the Senate benje* , 

EnteraCapuine, 

Romaires make way, the good Andronicuty ~ 

Patron of vertue. Rones bell Champion: 

Succcsfiil! in the bar tail es that he fightes, 

'V'ithhcnourar.d with fortune is returnd, 

Frorr. where he (ireumfenbed with his fword$ 

And brought to yoake theenemiesof Rome. 

Sound Drimnus ant l Trumpet s y and then enter two of Tifu$- 
fonnts,aridthcn two men bearing a Coffincouend frilh black/ j hi n 
V&o other fonnes^then Titus A ndronicus,^ then T arruTra the 
i/Uctne vf Gothes and her tv of ornes, Chiron ana Demetrius* 
With Aron t he Afore^nd Let s % as many as tan be/Mn-Jetdowno 
the C fftitii and TiXK&/pcaJ/$l 

A £ r %it its- 
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The mofi lamentable Trage die 

Titus t Haile Rome, viftorious in thy mournining breeds 
Loe as the barkc t hat hath difehargd his fraught, 
Returncs with precious lading to the bay. 

From whenceat firft (he wayed her anchorage: 

Commeth Andronicus bound with Lawrell bowc% 

To refalute his country with his team, 

Teares oftrueioy for his returne to Rome, 

Thou great defender of this Capitol!, 

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend. 
RomaineSjOffiueand twenty valiant (brines, 

Halfeof the number that king Priam had. 

Behold the poore remaines aliueand dead ! 

Thcfe that iuruiue, let Rome reward with loue : 

Thefc that I bring vnto their lateft home. 

With buriall amongft their aunceftors. 

Heere Gothcs haue giuenme Ieaue to (heath my fword. 
Tit hi vnkinde, and carcles of thine owne, 

Why fuflferft thou thy fonnes vnburied yet, 

T o houer on the dread full thore of Stix? 

Make way to lay them by their bretheren. 

They open the T ombe i 

Th ere greete in lil ence as the dead are wont, 

And flcepe in peace, (laine in your Countries warres : 

O facred receptacle of my ioyes. 

Sweet Cell ofvertue andNobilitie, 

How many fonnes ofmine haft thou in (lore, 

That thou wilt neuer render to me more ? 

Lucius . Giue vs the proudeft prifoner ofthe Gothcs, 

That we may hew his limbes, and on a pile 
Ad manttsfratrum , facrificehis flefli : 

Before this earthy prifon of their bones. 

That fo the (hadowes be not vnapeafd. 

Nor we difturbd with prodigies on earth. 



vf Titus Andronicus] 

' Titus « I giue himyou, thenobleft that furulbes, 
The cldcft fonne of his diftrefted Queenc* 
i Tawo.Stay Romaine brethren, gracious conqueror, 
"Vi ft orious Titus, rue the teares I (h cd, 

A mother s teares in paffion for her fonne : 

And if thy fonnes were euer deere to thee. 

Oh thinkemy fonne to be as deere to mee. 
Sufficethnot thatwearebroughftoRomc 
To bcautifiethy triumphs, and returne 
Captiue to thee,and to thy Romaine yoake, 
Butmuftmy fonnes bellaughtered in theftreetes, 

For valiant doings in their Countries caufef 

0 if to fight for king and common weale, 

Were piety in thine, it is in thefc: 

Andronicus ftainenot thy tombe with blood. 

Wilt thou draw neercthc nature ofthe Gods # 

Draw neere them then in being mereifull . 

Sweet mercy is Nobilities true badge. 

Thrice nobl cTttus fpare my firftborne fonne. 

Tuns. Patient your felfe Madam, and pardon me. 

1 he lc arc tbei r bretbw n, w home y o u Gothes beheld 
ftliueand dead, and for their bretheren flainc, 
Rcligioufly they askc a (krifice : 



Then 



- r ■ - ° » mat arc gon 

[ Lucius, Away with him and make a fire ftraii 
And with our fwordsvpon a pileofwood. 

Let t hew h, s Iimbea.lt they be clemc cOTfim 
Exit 7 tt us fonnes with Alar bus, 
Temora O crutll irreligious piety. 

Tern” O 35 C f 1Ct ^ C y^ )ia haHfc (o barbarous 

, OpP^notScythia'toambitiousRo. 

T"> and biruiiie 

J otrembievndcr Trim tbreatningiookc. 
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The moll lamentable T rage die 

Then Madamftand refolu’d, but hope withal! 

The felfe fame Gods that armde the Quecncotiroy * 

'With oportunicie offharpe reuenge 

Vpon the Thracian T y rant in his Tent 5 

May fauour T4»wr<rtheQucene ofGothes, 

(When Gothes were Gothes.and T*mora was Upe^e) 

To quit the bloody wrongs vponhetroes. \ . 

. _ Enter tbejonnes of Audswictst ugaine* 

Lucian, See Lord and fatherhow wehaueperfortno 
Our Romainerightes, Alarbus limbs arclopt, 

Andintralsfeedethefactififingfire, 

Whofe fmokc like incense doth perfume the skie, 
Remaineeh nought but to interreour brethcren. 

And with lowd larum* welcome them to Koine* 

Titus. Let it be fo, and let Andronicttt 
Make this his lateft farewell to theyr foules* . 

Sound trumpets, ctndUj the Coffin tn tbs Tombe , 

In peace and honour reftyeu heere my fonnes, 

Romes readieft Champions, repofe y ou here mrelt. 
Secure from worldly chaunces andrenlhaps : 

Here lurks no treafon, her eno cnuie fwels. 

Here grow no damned grudgges, here are no ftormcsj 
No noyfe, but 1 fiience andet ernall fleepe, 

In peaccand honour reft > ou heeretny fonnes. 

Enter Lamum* 

l.auh In peace and ho nour. Hue Lord Tims long, 

My noble Lord and Father liuein fame. 

Loe at this Tombe m y tributarie teares, 

I render for my bretherens obfequies t 
A nd at thy feef e Lkneele, with teares onoy 
Shed on the earth for thy return* to 

O blcfle me heerc with thy viftcwious hand, 

Vvhofc fortunes S<®«beft Cm.zcns appUd* ■ . 

Tam, Kind Tomtit haft tuus louingty ^ 



00m Andronicusl 

The cordiall of mine age to glad my hart, 
Lww4liue,outliue thy fathers dayes. 

And Fames eternall date for vertuespraife. 

h Mlrcus , Long hue Lord Tit us, my beloued brother, 
Marcus. And welcome Nephews from fucceffull wars, 

You that furuiue, and you that fleepe in fame : 

Fairc Lords your fortunes are alike m all, 

That in your Countries fer uice drew your fwords. 

But fafer triumph is this funerall poropc, 
Thathalhafpirdcto Solans happines, 

And triumphs ouer chaunce in honors bed. 

Tit us Andr omens, the people of Rome, 

•Whofefriendin iuftice thou haft euer bene, 

Sendthceby mctheirTribune and their mift. 

This Palliamcnt of white and fpotlefle hue, 

And name thee in election for the Empire, 

"With thefe our late deceafed Empcrours fonnes s 
Be findidams th en, and p u t it on , 

And hclpetofet a head on headlesRome. 

Titus. A better head her glorious body fits. 

Then his, that lhakes for age and feeblenes : 

■What fhould I d’on this robe and trouble you. 

Be chofen with proclamations to day, 

To morrow yeeld vp rule, refigne my life. 

And fet abroad new bufines foryou all. \ : 

Rome l hane bene thy Souldier forty yeares. 

And led my Countries ftrength fuccesfully. 

And buried one and twenty valiant fonnes, 

Knighted in Field, flaine manfully in Arroes, 

In right and feruice of their noble Countric : 

Giue me a ftaffe pf Honourfor mine age. 

But not a feepter to concroule the world, 

B ' Vpright 
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The moft lamentable T ragedk 

Vpright he held itLords, that held itlaft. 

Marcus. Titus, thou (halt obtaine and aske the Emperi^ 
Sat nr. Proud and ambitious Tribune canft thou tell} 
Titus. Patience Prince Saturninus. 

Satur, Romaines doe me right. 

Patricians draw your fwords and (heath them not 
Till Satuminus be Ronics Emperour : 

Andronicus would thou wert ftiipt to hell, 

Rather then rob me of the peoples harts# 

Luctus. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble minded Ti/w; meanes to thee. 

Titus. Content thee Prince l will reftore to thee 
Thepcoplesharts, and weane themfrom thetnfelueS'. 

Andronicus, Idoe not flatter thee. 

But honour thee, and will do till I diet 
My faftton if thou ftrengthen with thy friend, 

I will moft thankfull be, and thanks to men 
Ofnoble mindes, is honorable meede. 

Tstus. People of Rome, and peoples Tribunes here, 

I aske your voyces and yourfuffrages, 

Will you beftow them friendly on Andronicu i? 

Tribunes. To gratihe the good Andronicus j 
And gratulate his fafe returae to Re me. 

The people will accept whoroe he admits. 

Tttus, Tribunes I thanke you, and this futel make. 
That you create your Emperours eldeft fonne. 

Lord Satur nine t whofe vertues will 1 hope, 

Rtfleft on %jme as Ty tan* rayes on earth, 

And ripen iuftice in this common we ale t, 

Then ifyou will eleft by my aduife, 
Crownehitn,andfay,loflg line our Emperour. 

Mar ctv. iAn. With voyces and applaufc af eucry fort, 
Patricians and Plebcans wc create 
Lord SfituminXi Romes great Emperour. 



of Tim An dronictu. t 

And fay. Long line our Emperour Saturnine. 

Saturni. Titus Andronicus ,for thy fauouis dOBe» 

To vs in our cleft ion this day, 

I eiuethecthankesinpartofthy deferts. 

And will with deeds requitethy gen tlenc* : 

And for an onfet Titus to aduancc 
Thy name, and honorable familie, 

LaumttvnWl make my Etnpreffc, 

RomesxoyzW Miftris, Miftris of my hart. 

And inthefacred Pathan her cfpoufe J 

Teil me Andronicus doth this motion pleafe thee? 

Titus* It doth my worthy Lord, and in this match, 

I hold me highly honoured of your Grace. 

And hcerein fight of Rome,to Saturnine, 

King and Commander ofour common weale. 

The wide worlds Emperour, doe I confcorate, 

My (word, my Chariot,and my prifoneis, 

Prefents well worthy %omes imperiall Lord : 

Receive them then, the tribute that I owe, 

Mine honours Enfignes humbled at thy feete» - 
Satur. Thankes noble Titus, Father of mylife, 

How proud I am of thee, and ofthy gifts 
Rome (hall record, and when I do forget 
T he 1 eaft of th efe vn fpea k able deferrs, 

Romans forget yourfealtie to me. 

Titus, Now Madam areyouprifoner toan Emperour, 

To 'hiro thatfor your honour and your ftatc. 

Will vfe you nobly and your followers. 

Satur. A gooly Lady, truft me ofthe hue 
That I wouldchoofe, were 1 tochoofe a new : 

Cleerc vpfaire Qucenc that cloudy countenance, 

Though chance of war hath wrought this change ofch cere, 
Thou comft not to b c made a fcot ne in Rome: 

Princely fiaall be thy vfage euery way. 

B 2 Reft 
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7 be mofl lamentable Tr age die 

Reft on my word, and let not difeontent 
Daunt all yourhopes:Madamehe comforts you, 

Can Hoakcyou greater then thsQueenc of Gotbesi 
Lauinia you are not difpleafd with this. 

Lauinia. Notlmy Lord,fith true Nobilitie, 

Warrants thefc words in princely curtefie. \ 

Satnr. Thankes fweete Lauima, Romansletvs goc, 
Raunfomlcs heere we fet our prifoners free, 

Roclaime our honours Lords with trurnpe and Drum. 
Bafstanus. Lord Thus by your leaue, this maid is mine, j 
Titus. How fir, are you incarneft then my Lord? 
Bafsia. I noble Titus, and refolu’d withall. 

To doemyfelfethisreafonandthis right. 

Marcus. Sunns euiauam is our Romanciuftice, 

This Prince in iilftice ccazeth but his owne. 

Lucim. And that he will and (hall, if Lucius liue. 

Titus. Tray tors auaunt, where is the Empcroursgard? 
Treafon my Lord, Lautniais furprifde* 

Satur. Surprifde, by whotne ? 

Bafsia. By himthatiuftlymay 
Beare his betrothd.from all the world away. 

iJWutius. Brothers helpc to conuey her hence away, 
And with my fword Uekeepethisdoorefafe. 

Titus. Follow my Lord, and lie foone bring her back. 
Mutius. My Lord you palTe not heere. 

Titus . What villaine boy, batft me my way in Rome} 
Mutius Helpe Lapsus helpe. He ia//s him . 

Lucius, My Lord you are vniuft, and mare then fo, 

In wrongfull quarreil you haueflaine your fonne* 

Titus. Nor thou, nor he are any fonnes of mine. 

My fonnes would neuer fo difhonour me. 

T ra v tor reftore Lauinia to the Enaperour. 

Lucius. Dead ifyou will but not to be his wife, 
Thatisanothets lawful! promiftloue. 

' •" fitter 



ofTimAndronkm] 

Enter aloft the Entperour with T, amor a and her two 
fonnes , and Aron the Moore. 

Entperour, No Titus, no, the Emperour needs her not, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftocke : 

He truft by leifure him that mocks me once, 

Thceneuer, nor thy trayterous haughty fonnes. 
Confederates all thus to difhonour me. 

Was nonein Rome to make aitale 

But Saturnine! Full well Andronicus 

Agree thefe deeds, with that proud bragge of thine, 

Tliatfaidft Ibegd the Empire at thy hands. 

Titus. O monftrous, what reprochfall words a re thefe? 

♦ Satur. But goe thy way es.goegiue that changing peece, 
To him that fiourilht for her with his fword : 

A valiant fonnein law thou (halt enioy. 

One, fit to bandy with thy la wlefte fonnes, 

To ruffle in the Commonwealth of Rome. 

Titus. Thefe wordsare razors to my wounded hart. 

Bittur Andthereforclouely ThjwsrvjQueeoeofGothes, 
That like the (lately Thebe mongft her Nimphs, 

Doft ouerfhine the gallant’d Dames of Rome, 

If thou be pleafd with this my fodaine choyfe. 

Behold I choofe thee Tantora for my Bride, 

And will create thee Emperefle of Rome. 

Speak e Qucene of Gothes doft thou applaud my choyfe? 
And heere I fweare by all thcRomaine Gods, 

Sxth Pried and holy water are foncere, 

And tapersburnefo bright, and euery thing 
In readinesfor Hymeneus (land, 

I will not rcfalute the ftreets of Rome, 

Or climemy PaHace,til fromforth this place, 

I leadcfpoufdemy Bride along with me. 

Tamora. And heere in fight of heauen to Rome I fweare, 
it S atumtne aduance the Qucene of Gothes, 

? 3 Shce 
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The moft lamentable T ragedie 

She wfll a handmaid be to his defires, 

A 

Your noble Emperour and his louely Bride, 

Sentbv the heanens for P vmce Saturnine, 

WhofewifdomehathherPortuneconquered 

There HiaUwcconlummate out fpoufal^ntei.^^^ 

Titus. I am not bid to waite vpon thisBride, 

Thus when wert thou wont to walke alone, 

Dilhonoured thus and challengedof wrongs? 

Enter Marcus and Titus formes. 

Marcus. OTttuste ! O fee what thou hail done! 

Tnabad quarrell flainea vertuousfonne. 

1 TOuu Nofoolilh Tribune, no:Nofonneofminc, < 

Nor thou, nor thefe, confederates in the deede, 

That hath difhonoured all our Family, 

Vnworthv brother, and vn worthy fonnes. 

Lucius. Butletvsgiuehimbuuall as becomes. 

Giue Mutius buriall with our bretheren. 

r.u.Trav .or, away, he «fe no. mthis .ombe . 
T £mo„uJer« hue huodreth, rarer hath flood, 

Which lhauefumptuoufly r«dified. 

W^renonc but Souldiersand Romes beruito , 

R„rv him where you can he comes not heere. 

Xl« V. MyLo r i<M«irinW.eJ«Q 

My N ephew (Mutius deeds do plead for , 

Herouft be buried with his bretheren 

Tttus two fonnes ffeakf S. 

^ fpak.tha.vror* 

Thus fume fpeakefi 

He that would vouch it in any plate bat Titus. 
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of Tim Andr emeus. 

Thus What would you bury him in my defpight? 
Marcus. Nonoble Titus butintreat ofthee. 

To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

Thus. (Marcus, Euen thou haftflroke vpon my creftj 
And with thefe boyes mine honour thou hail wounded) 
Mv foes Idoe repute you euery one. 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

$.Son»e, He is not with himfelfe, let vs withdraw, 
e Sonne. Not I till Mutius bones be buried. 

The brother and the fonnes fyttle. 

(Marcus. Brother, fox in that name doth nature plead 
2. Sonne. Father, andinthatnamedothnaturefpeake. 
Tttus. Speakethounomoreifall the reft will fpeede. 
(Mar, Renowned Titus morefhenhalfi my foule. 
Luttus, Deare Father, foule and fubflance c f vs all* 
(Marc. Suffer t by brother (Marcus to interre 
His noble nephew heere in Vermes neft. 

That died in honour and Lautnias caufe. 

Thou art a Romaine be not barbarous : 

The Gre ekes vpon aduife did bury A>ax 
That flew himfelfe :and wife Laertes fonne, 

Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals * 

Let not young Mu.iusthen that was thy iov, 

Bebard bis entrance heere. 

Titus, Rife Marcus, rife, > 

The difmalft day is this that erclfaw, 

Tobe dilbonored by my fonnesin Rome? 

Weil bury him, andbory me the next. 
r . — , Jbeyfut him tn the ‘Tombs. 

T in!*- 7 if ,c * hy bones fweer Mutius with thy friends 
v c with Trophees do adornc thy tombe . 

vt n . 1 ^ e y kneele and fay. 

No man fhcd teares for noble Mutius, 

Helmes in fame that d«ic in vertues caufe. 

Exit 





Tbe moftjdmentahle Trdge die 

Exit all but M areas andTms. 

Ulfauus. My Lord to ftcp out ofthcfe dnrte du p 

How comes it that the fubtil c Q^neot qothes. 

Is of a fodaine thus aduancd in • • 

Tuus* I know not Marcus: butl know » 

( Whether by deuife or no) the heauens can ted , 

Tc fhp not then beholding to theman, 

Xha^btoughthct for this high good turnefo farteJ 
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enter the Emperor , Tamoraand hr two fount simth fhe Mem 
at oJdoore. Enter at the other do ore Bafstanus and 
Lauinia with others. 

So pWJy»” K™ 

r» v all the duties that I owe to Rome, 

&"obU Gen.lenun.Lo.d T., 

Is in opinion and in honour wrong d, 

Inzcalc to you,and highly oioud to wrath. Tt 
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of Titus An dronkttb 

0> 

To be centiould in that he frankely gaue, 

Receaue him then to fa uour Saturnine* 

That hath expreft himfelfe in all hisdeedes 

A Father and a friend to thee and Rome. 

Yitus. Prince ’Baftianut leaoe to plead my deeds, 

Tis thou, and thofe, that haue difhonoured me, 

Rome and the righteous heauens be my iudge. 

How 1 haue loud and honoured Saturnine. 

Tatnora. My worthy Lord ifeuer Tamara, 

Were gracious in thofe princely eyes of thino* 

Then hcarc me fpcake indifferently for all : 

And at my fute ( fweete) pardon what is pad. 

Satur. What Madam , be difhonoured openly, 

And bafelyputitvp without revenge? 

Tamer a, Not fo my Lord,thcGods ofRomc forfead 
I ihotdd be Author to difhonour you. 

But on mine honour dare I vndertake. 

For good Lord 7V/*/innoc«icein all : 

Whofefury not diiTembled fpcakes his griefes : 

Then a t my fute looke gracioufly on him, 

Loofe not fo noble a friend on vainc fuppofe. 

Nor with fowre lookes afflift his gentle heart. 

My Lord, beruld by me, be wonncatlaft, 

DifTemble all your griefes and difeontents, 

You are but newly planted in your Throne, 

Leaf! then the people, and Patricians too, 

Vpen a iuft furuay take Titus part. 

And fo fupplant vs foringratude, 

Which Rome reputes to be a bainous finne. 

Yccld a t intreats, and then let me alone 
He finde a day to maflacre them all. 

And race th eir faftion and their familie, 
f he crucll Father, and his tray trous fennes, 

1 owhomc blued formy dccrefonncslifc. 

C. And 
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The ttioft lament aUeTrage die 

And nsakethcm know what tis to let a Queen* 

Kneelein the ftreetes, and beg for grace in vainc. 

Come, come, fweet Emperour, (come Andronicsts ) 

T akc vp this good old man, and cheer e the heart. 

That dies in temped of thy angry frowne. 

King. Rife Tttus, rife, my Emprellc hath preuaild. 

Tuns, Ithankeyour maieftie.andhernsy Lord. 

Thefe words, thefe lookes, infufenewlife in me. 

Tamora. Taut lam incorporate in Rome, 

A Roman now adopted happily, 

And muff aduife the Emperourfor his good, 

This day all quarrels die Andronicuty 
Andletitbeminc honour good my Lord, 

That I haue reconcil’d your friends and you. 

For you Prince Bafsianus,\ hauepaft 
My w ordand promife to the Emperour, 

That you will be more milde and trattable* | 

Andfearcnot Lords: and you L amnia. 

By my aduifeall humbled on your knees. 

You fliall aske pardon of his Maieftie, 

Alt, Wedoe,andvowcohcauen,andtohishighncs, 
That what we did, was mildly as we might, 

T endring our lifters honour and our o wne. 

C Marc, That on mine honour heere I do proteft. 

King. Away and talke not, trouble vs no more. 
Tawwv.N ay, nay, fweet Emperour, we nmft all be friends 
TheTribuneand hisNephews kneelcfor grace, 

1 will not be denied, fweet hart looke back. 

King. Marcus, for thy fake and thy brothers hecre, 
And^t my loucly T amor AS intreats, 

I doc remit thefe young mens hay nous faults, 

Stand vp : Lauinia, chough you left me like a churle, 

I found a friend, and fare as death I (wore, 

Iwould nor paru Batchilcr from the prieft> 



cfTttm Andromcm] 

Come ifthe Emperour* court can feaft two Brides? 

You are my gueft Lauinia, and your friends : 

This day lhall be a lone-day Tantora. 

Titus Tomorrow and it plcaleyour Mareftie, 

To hunt the Panther and the Hart with roe, 

With home and hound, wcelegiueyour grace bomour. 
Smm. Be it fo Titus, and gramercy to. Exeunt 

found Trumpets, manet Moore, 

Aron. Now dimeth Tumor a Olympus toppe, 

Safe out of Fortunes Ihot, and fits aloft, 

Secure of thunders craf keor lightning flafli, 

Aduanc’d abouepale enuies threatning reach. 

As when the golden funne falutes the roornc. 

And hauing gilt the Ocean with his beames. 

Gallops thcZodiacke in his gliftering coach. 

And ouer-lookcs the higheft piering hill*. 

So Tumor a. 

Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waite. 

And vertuefloopesand trembles at her frowne. 

Then Aromxvat thy hart, and fit thy thoughts, 

To mount aloft with thy tmperiall Miftris, 

And mount her pitch, whome thou in triumph long 
Haft prifoner held,fcttred in amorous chaines, 

And fafter bound to Arons charming eyes, 

Thenis Prometheus tide to Caucafus. 

Away with flauilh weedes and idle thoughts, 

I willbe bright and fhine in pearle and gold, 

T o waite vpon this new made Emperefle. 

To wake faid 1 ? to wanton with this QueenC, 

This Goddefle, this Semerimis, this Queene, 

This Syren, that will charme Romes Saturnine, 

And fee his lhipwracke,and his Common- weales. 

Hollo, what ftorme is this ? 

Enter £hircn and Demetrius brawn g. 

C 2 Demet. 
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The maff lamentable T rdge&it 

Dtmtt. Chinnt hy y eres want* wit, thy wit w anti edge 
And manners to intrude where I am grac d. 

And may for ought thou knoweft affctted be. 

Chiron • DemetriutyX hou dooft oucrweer.c in all, 
Andfoin this, to bearemedownewithbraucs, 

Tisnot thedifFerer.ceofayereorcwo 
Makes me leffe gracious, or thee more fortunate t 
lam as able, and as fit as thou, 

To feme, and to deferuc my Miftris grace, 

And that my fword vponthee lball approue* 

And plead my paflions for Lammas louc. 

Moore Clubs, clubs, the fclouers will not keep the peace. 
Deme. Why boy, although ourmother(vnaduizd) 
Gaueyoua daunfing rapier by your fide, 

Are you fo defprat growne to threat your friends. ? 

Goetoo :haue your lath glued within your fheathy 
Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chiron. Meane while fir , with the little skill I haue } 

Full well Ihahthouperceiue how much I dare. 

Demet. I boy , grow ye fo braue? they draw . 

Aron. Why how now Lords ? 

So neere the Emperours pallace dare you draw y 

And maintainefuch a quartell openly l 

Full well I wote,the ground ofall this grudge, 

1 would not for amilliont f gold, 

Thecaufe were knowne to them it mofl concern e*» 

Nor would your noble mother for much more 
Be fodiihonoredinthe Court of Rome. 

For fhameputvp. 

Demet. Notljtilllhaueflieathd 
My rapicrin his bofome, and withall 
Thrufltbcfereprochfull fpeechcs downe his throat, 

That he hath breathd inmy diftionourheerc. 

Chiron. For that Iamprepaid,andfullrcfolude, 
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ef T itin Andronicusl 

Foule fpoken Coward, that (hundred with Ay tongue? 
And with thy weapon nothing durft performe, 

Moore . Away I fay. 

Now by the Gods that warlike t/tf&e/adore, 

This petty brabble will vndoo vs all : 

Why Lords, and thinke you not how dangerous 
It is to iet vpon a Princes right ? 

What is Ld»sma then become Ibloofe, 

Or Bafsianm fodegenerate. 

That for her louc fuch quarrels may be broehf, 

Without confroulement,iuftice, or reuenge? 

Young Lqrds bcware,andlhould the EmprefTcknow 
Thisdifcords ground, the mufickc would not pleafe. * 
Gum. I care not I, knew fhe and all the world 
I loueArf-wwamorc then all the worl d. (choife 

JDemet. Youngling learne thou Co make fome meaner 
hAHbmA is thine elder brothers hope. 

Moore, Why are ye mad ? or know ye not in Rome, 

How xunoSusand impatient they be. 

And cannot brooke competitors inloue ? 

XX&T' doc b "' p,ot dHtl »> 

W0Ul,) ^ rOPOfC> 

Aron % Toatchieuchcr,how? 

Bmrni Why, malm ,hou i, fo ftran s <> 
ohceisawoman, rherefore imy be woo’d, 

£f£ *'«&« H.y be wonne, 

Wh.ft therefore muft belou’d, 

Thra”f.’™ 0r . e "?'' r 5 lli,c ' h b v the mill 
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Though °B r -° fle l ,e a L f * * uc wekn °w s 
Bet irtnuT*' bc thcEm P<rours brother, 
W hcha «« worne vJkans badge. 
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1 be moft lamentable Tr agedie 

Moore> I> and as good as Saturnine may. 

Demet. Then why fhould-he djfpaire that knowes to 

With words, fairelookes, and liberal^ (courtit 

What haft not thou full often ftrucke a Doc, 

And borne her cleanly by the Keepers nofe ? 

Moore Why then it feemes fomccertainefnatchor fo- 
Would ferue your turnes. 

Chiron . I fo the turne were ferued . 

< Dcmet» /Iron thou haft hit it* 

Moore. Would you had hit ittoo. 

Then fhould notwebetirde with this adoo* 

Wh y harke y e«,harke y ee, and arc you f uch toolcs, 

To fquarc for this ? would it offend you then 
That both fhould fpcede i 
Chiron. Faith not me. 

Demet. Norme,foI wereone. . 

Ann. For fhame be friends, and toyne for that you ur, 

Tis pollicie and ftratageme muft doe 

That you affeft, and fo muft you relolue, 

That what you cannot as you would atchieue. 

You muft perforce accomplifh as you may : 

Takethis ofmejZ,#crecffwasnotmorechalt 

Then this L(tuinia,Ba/stanUs loue. 

A fpeedier courfethislingnngiangmlhmcnt 

Muft we perfue, and I haue found the path s 
My Lords, a folemnehunting is in hand, 

There will the loucly Roman Ladies troopc : 

The forreft walkes are wide and fpacious. 

And many vnfrequented plots there arc. 

Fitted by kindc for rape and villanie : 

Sineleyou thither then this dainty Doc, 

And ftrikeher home By force if not by words. 

This way or not at all, ftand you in hope, . 

Co«k> come, cur EroprefTe with her facred wit 



of T ittts An dronicus. 

To villanie and vengeance confccrate, 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend, 

And fhe lhall file our engines with aduife. 

That will not fu fiery ou to fquarc your felues, 
Buttoyourwilhes height aduanceyou both. 

The Entperours court is like the houfe of fame, 

The pallace full of tongues, of eyes, ofeares : 

The woodsarcruthles, dreadfull, deafe, and dull : 

There fpeakej andfirike braue boyes, andtakeyour turnes* 
There ferue your luft, fhado wed from hcauens eye, 
Andreuell in Lauinias treafurie. 

[ Chiron. Thy counfell lad finells of nocowardife. 

Demet. Sitfasaut nefas, tiM I finde theftreame, 

To coale this heat, a charme to calme their fits . 

P tr Srtgittrfer manes V thor. Exeunt* 

ZTs/rrTitus AnAeomcttS and hit three fofflet 3 making 1 

a noyfe with hounds and hornet, 

Titus. The hunt is vp, the morne is bright and gray’. 
The fields arefragrant, and the woods are greene, 
Vncouple heere, and let vs ma ke a bay. 

And wake the Emperour, and his loucly Bride, 

And rouze the Prince, and ring a hunters peale. 

That all the court may ecchowith the noyfe. 

Sonnes let it be your charge, as it is ours. 

To attend the Empercursperfon carefully : 

Ihauebene troubled in my fleepe this night, 

But dawning day new comfort hath infpirde. 

Heereacryoj honndes , and winds homes in apeale^then enter 
Satttrttinus, Tatnora , 'Baffianus Lauinia y Chtron } De~ 
metrint } and their Attendants. 

Man y good raorrovmtoyourinaiefiie. 

Madam toyou as many and as good . 
fpremifedyour Grace, a Hunters peale, 

Satnr . 
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T he tnoft lamentable Tragcdie 

Saturnine * And you haue rung ic luftily my Lords, 
Somewhat to early for new married Ladies* 

Baffin. Laninta, how fay you £ (more," 

Lauinia * I fay no jI haue bene broad awake twohoures& 
Satur* Come on then, horfe and Chariots let vs haue, 
And to our fportt Madam, nOw fhall ye fee. 

Our Remainc hunting. 

Mar cut, I haue doggs my Lord, 

Will rouzc the proudeft Panther in the Chafe, 

And clime the higheft promontary top. 

Tit ut. And I haue horfe will follow where the game 
Makes way, and runneslike fwallowes ore theplainc. 

Dtme» Chiron we hunt not we, with horfe nor hound 
But hope to plucke ajdainty Doe to ground* Sxmu 

Enter Aren 4I one , 

Moore. He that had wit would thinke that I had none, 
To bury fo much gold vnder a tree, 

And ncucr after to inherited. 

Let him that thinks of me foabie&ly, 

Know that this gold mart coine a ftratagetnc. 

Which cunningly effected, will beget 
A very excellent pecceof villany : 

And to repofc fweccgold for their vnreft. 

That haue their alraes out of the Empreflc Chcft. 

Enter Tamora alone to the (Moore* 

Tumor a. My loucly^™», wherefore look’ft thou fad* 
When euery thing doth make a gleefull boaft ? 

The birdschaunt melody on euery bufh, 

The Snake lies rolled in the chearefull fuane, 

The greene leaues quiuer with the cooling windc. 

And make a checkerd fhadow on the ground : 

Vnder their fweet lhade, Aron let vs fit, 

And whilft thebabling Ecchoc mocks the hounds* 
Replying fiatilly to the tun’d homes. 
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a s jfa double hunt were heard at once, 

Let vs fit downe and markc thei r y ellow ing noy fe : 
a fter confix fuchas wash ppofde 
The wandringPrince and Dido o:ice enjoyed, 

V/hen with a happy fiorme they were furprifdc, . 
Andcurtaind with a counfaile-keeping Caue, 

Wemay each wreathed in the others armes, 
(Ourpafiifflcsdone)pofleflc a golden flumber. 

Whiles hounds and hornes,and fweet melodious birds 

Be vnto vs as is a Nurfes fong 
Of Lullabie, to bring her Babe afleepe. 

Aron. Madame, though Fefcwrgouerne your dffircsj . 

S/ttnrne is dominator euer mine : 

What fignifics my deadly Banding eye, 

My filence,andmy cloudy melancholic, 

My fleece of Woolly hairethat now vncurles, 

Euen as an Adder w hen flic doth varo wle 
To do fomcfatall execution ? 

No Madam, thde are no vencriallfignes. 

Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand, 

Blood and reuengc are hammering in my head, 

H arke Tamora the Emprefle of my foule. 

Which neuer hopes moreheauen thenreftsinthee, 
Tliisisthedayof doome for Bafsianm 
His Pl't'orne/ muti loofe her tongue to day. 

Thy fonnes make pillage of her chaftity, 

And wafiuheir hands in Bajfnmus blood, / 

ScefithbUthis letter, takeit vp I pray thee, 

Andgioe the King thisfatall plotted fcrowlc. 

Now c[uefiiohmeno n ore we arcefpied, 

Hecrecomesa parcell of our hopefull booty, 

VVhich dreads not yet their liues deftruttion. 

Enter Baffianus and Lauinia 
Tamora* Ah my fweete Moore t fweeter to me then fife; 

D Moore* 
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7 he mofl lamentable Tugcdie 

Moore. No trier e great Empreffe, 'BjeianHt co Wes 
15c ■croffe with him, and lie goc fetch thv Tonnes * 

Tobackcthy quarrcli what To ere they &c« 

BtfiMj Who hauc weheere? Romes royallErapreiTe 
V nfurnifht ©four well befeeming troupe i ‘ * 

Oris ir Dian habited li ke her, 

Who hath abandoned her holy Grones, 

To fee the genera!! hunting in thisForreft* 

Tamora, Sawciecontroulerofour priuate Reps, 

Had I thepower,thstforacfay D/*»had, 

Thy temples Ihould be planted prefcntly, 

With hornes as was Aiieons, and the hounds. 

Should driue vpon hisne w transformed lirobes, 
Vnmannerlv intruder as thou art. 

^ Vnder your patience gentle EmprefTe. 

Tis thought you h^uea goodly gift i n horning, 

And to be doubted that your Moore and you, 

Are fingled forth to try experiments : 

I out Ihield your husband from his hounds to day, 

Tis pitty they Ihould take himfera Stag. 

Bafsian. Beleetie me Queenc your fwarty Cymcrion, 
Doth make your honour ofhis bodies hue, 

Spotted, detefted,and abhominable. 

Why are you fcqucftrea from all your traine? 
Difmounted from your fnow white goodly fteed. 

And wandred hither to an obfcureplot, 

Accompanied with a barbarous Moore , 

Iffouledefirc had not conducted you ? 

L<tuinia, A nd being intercepted in your fport. 

Great reafon that tny noble Lord berated 
For faufines, I pray you let vs hence, 

And let her ioy her Rauen coloured loue. 

This vaiiey fits thepurpofe palling well. 

The King my brother Hull ftaue notice of this. 

Lumtiat 
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Ilford* 1 * fli P s ,uue madc hi ® notcd l° D 5» 

fioodKmgto bcfoini S htil y abuf,ed - . .. , . 

Q«er»e» Why I ha ue patience to endure all thi%, 

■ Enter Chiron and ‘Demttriuu 

J)em. How now deerefoueraigne Scour gracious mother 
WhY doth your Highnes looke fo pale. ano wan? 

cj m ne. Haue I not reafon thinke you tolookepalc 
Theft two hauc tycedme hither to this place, 
Abrren,detefted vale you fecit is. 

The trees though Sommer, yet forlorne and leanoy 

Orecctnewith mofleandbalefullMiffelto; 

Htere neuerfhines the Sudnc,heere nothingbreedi* 

Vnleffc the nightly Owlcorfatall Rauen i 
Andwhenthey fhowdme this abhorred pit. 

They told me hcercat dead time of the night, 

A thoftfandfeinds, a thoufand hilling fnakes, 

Tenthoufand fwclling toades,as many victims, 

Would tnakefuchfearefu 11 and confufed cries. 

As any mottall body hearing it , 

Shouldftraitcfall mad, or clfe diefuddainely. 

No fooner had they told this hellifh tale, , 

But ftrait they told me they w ould biftdeme heere, 

Vnto the body of a difmall Ewe, 

And lcaueme to th ismiferable death. 

And then they calldme fouleadultereUe, 

Lafciuious Goth, and all the bitter eft tearmes, 

That euer care did hcare to fuch effett. 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 

This vengeance on mehadthey executed: 

Reuenge it as you loue your mothers life, 

Orbe ye not henceforth cald my children. 

Demet. This is a witnes that I am thy fonne. flab hast* 
Chiron, Andthisfor meftrook home toftiew my nrcngtn 
s,I come Scmerami$,nay Baxbereu* Taraora. 

Da" Fot 
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moll lamentable Tragedie 

For no name fits thy naf arc but thy ownc. 

Tamora. Giue me thy ponyard,you /hal know my boy c , 

Your mothers hand /hall right your mothers wrono-. * 

Dimet, Stay Madam. heere is more belongs to her)' 
iiillthra/h thecornc.thenafterburYietheftiaw ; 
Thisminioh flood vpon herchafticy, 

Vpon hcrNupriall vow, hcrloyalcie. 

And w;th that painted hope, braues your migfumes, 
Andihall /hecarry this vntoher graucJ ° * ' 

Chiron. And if (he doe, I would I were an Euenuke, 
Drag hence her husband to/omefccreth ale, 

And make his dead trunke pillow to our luff. 

Tam/a. But when ye haue the honny we defire. 

Let not this wafpe out-liue vs b th to fling. 

Cbron. I warrant you Madam we will make that fare* 
Come miftris, now perforce we will enioy, 

That nice preft rued honeflie of yours. 

Ly.mnia. Oh Tamora, thou beareft a womans face, 
Tamora'. Iwillnotheareherfpeake, away with her. 

L auma. Sweet Lords in treat her hears me bur a word, 

Demet. Lifteu faire Madam, let it be your glory 
Tofee hertcarcs.butbeyoirhartto them 
As vnrdenting flinttodrops ofraine. 

Lixsma. When did theTigers young ones teaeh the dam? 
O doe not learne/ier wrath, /heta tight it thee, 

The rrilke thou fuckflfrom her didturncco Marble, 

Eucnat thy teat thou hadflthy tyranny, 

Y- 1 eucry Mother breeds not {banes alike, 

Dp thou int'eat hetfhew a woman pitty, (baflard 

l»iren. What wotildft thou haueme prouemy felfea 
_ L amnia* 1 is true,theRaue.n doth not hatch a Larke, 

Yet baud heard,, Oh could I finde it now. 

The Lien moued with pitty, didindure 
£ o haue h> pr incely pa w es pardc all away. 

Son:c 
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Sotfie fay that Raucns fofter forlptne children, 

Xiie whilft their owne birds famifli in their nefl* : 

• ohbetomethough thy hard hart fay no, 

Nothing fo kinde but fo.mething pittifull, 
f mo ra. I know not what it meanes,away with her. 
Tauittf* Oh let me teach thee for my fathers fake, 
Thatgauetheelife when well he might haue flame thee, 

Be not obdurate, open thy deafe eares. 

Tamora. Badft thou in perfonnerc offended me, 

£uen for his fake am Ipitttlefle. 

Remember boyes I powrd forth teares in vaine. 

To faueyour brother from the facrifice. 

But fierce An&ronicm would not relent. 

Therefore away with her, and vfe her as you will, 

The worfeto her, the better loud of me. 

Lamina . Oh T amor a be cal Id a gentle Queene, 

And with thine own e hands kill mein this place, 
Fortisnotlife that I haue begd fa Jong, 

Poote 1 was flaine w hen 'Baffiattus dide. 

Tamora . What Btgflthou then? fond womanlst me goe? 
Lautnia Tisprefent death ILeg, and one thing more. 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell, 

Ohkeepenfe frero their worfethen killing luff, 

And tumble me into fomc loathfomc pit, 

Where neuermanseyemay behold my body, 
poethis and be a charitable murderer, 

Tamora. So fbouldlrob my fweet fonnesof thbirfee, 

No, let them fatiffie their lufl on thee, 

Tcmet, Away,for thou haft (laid vs heere tooldng. 

T T‘T ini *' S race > no womanhood, ah beaftly creature, 
The blot and enemy to our eenerall name , 
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Citron. Nay then Tleflop your mouth, brin g theuher 
■ us s thehele where Aron, bid vs hide him, 
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Tfie moft lamentablcTrdgedk 

Tamora* Farewell my fonnes fee that you make htrfujjt, 
Here let my hart know merry cheere indeed. 

Till all the AdronieUbc made away : 

Now will I hence to feekemy louely Moore# 

And let my fpleenefull fonnes this Trull defloure* 

Enter Aronxvith two of Titus founts. 

Come on my Lords, the better foote before. 

Straight will 1 bring you to the lothfomcpit. 

Where I efpied the Panther fall afleepe* 

Quintus* My fight is very dull what ere it bodes* 

OM, art. And mine I protnife you, were it not for fhame, 
Wcllcouldlleaueourfportto fleepeawhile. 

Quin. What art thou fallen? what fubtiic hole is this, 
Whofemouth iscoueredwith rude growing briers* 
Vpon whofe leaues arc drops of newibcdblood. 

As frefh as morning s dewdiftild on flowers, 

A very fatall place it feezes to me, 

Speakc brother haft thou hurt thee with the fall? 

Marti* Oh brother, withthe difmalft obieft* 

That euer eye with fight made hart lament* 

Aron* Now will I fetch the King to findethetn hecre,' 
That he thereby may hauc a likely geffe, 

How thefe were they that made away his brother. Exit 
Marti* Whydoftnotcomfortme andhclpemeout, 
From this vnhollo w and blood ftained hole. 

Quint* I am furprifed with an vneouth f care, 

A chilling fweat orcruns my trembling ioynts. 

My hart fufpc&s more then mine eic can fee. 

Mart- Toprouethou haft a true diuining hart* 

Aron and thou lookedowneinto this den, 
Andfccafearefull fight of blood and death* 

Quint* Aran is gone, and my compalfionate hart, 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold. 

The thing whereat it trembles by furmife 3 
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Oh tell me how it is, for n ere till now # 

W r as I a child , to feare I kno w not what. 

Mortiut. Lord Baftianns lies embrewed heese. 

All on a heape like to a flaughtred Lambe, 

In this detefted darke bicod drinking pit. 

Quintus* Ifit be darke how dooft thou know tis he£ 
Martins. Vpon his bloody finger ht doth wear® 

A precious ring, that lightens all the hole : 

Which like a taper in fome monument, 

Doth fhine vpon the dead roans earthly cheekes, 

A nd fliewes the ragged intrailes of this pit : 

So pale did Ihinc theMooneon Piramuj, 

When he by night lay ba th’d in Maiden bloods, 

O brother helpe me with thy fainting hand, 

Iffeare hath made thee fain t, as mee it hath. 

Out of this fell deuouring rccepta de. 

As hattfullasOc/rK/mifticmouth. 

Quin. Rcaehmetby hand, that I may help thee out. 

Or wanting ftrength to doe thee fomuch good, 

3 may bepluckt into the fwallowing wombe, 

Of this deepe pit, poore graue : 

J haue no ftrength to pluc ke the e to the brink. 
tMartws.Norl no ftrength to dime without thy help" 
Quin. Thy handonte more, Iwillnecloofcagajne, 

T ill thou art heerc aloft, or I below , 

Thou canft not come to me, I c-ome to thee* 

Enter the Emperour , Aren the Moore . 

, Along with me, lie fee what holeishccre? 

And what he is that now is leapt into it. 

Say, who art thou thatlately didftdefcend, 
into this gaping hollow ofthe earthy 

M mitts* The vnhapp ie fonpe ofold Andronkus. 
rought hither in a molt valuckic hourei 

To 







The wofl lamentable Tragedic 

To finde thy brother B/tfianus dead. f 

Saturnin. My brother dead, I know thou dolt but left, 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodge, 

Ypon the north fide ofthispleafant chafe, 

Tis not an hourefince I left him there. 

CMart: We know not where you leftthem ’all aliue, 
But out alas, hecrehaue we found him dead. 

Enter T 'amor a, Andramcus and Lucius . 

Tamora. Where is ray Lord the Xing? 

King. Here Taanow. though grieud wjtb killing gnefe, 
Tamora. Where is thy brother Bafsianus} 

KtHtr, Now to the bottome-doft thou fearch my wound, 
Quote'Ba/'ianus heere lies rourthered, . 

Tamara. Then all toolatel bring this fatal writ, * 
The complot of this tingles Tragedie, 

And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, 

In pleafing fmiles fuch murderous tyrannic. 

S he gtueth Saturnine aLettcr. 

SatuMinus reads the Letter . 

And if We ntijfe to meete him han f timely , 

Sweet bun t [man B a flianu s tis we meant. 

Doe thou fo much as dig the grade for him , 

Thou know ft our meaning, looby for thy reward. 

A the nettles at the Elder tree. 

JVbich ou’er-ftades ibe mouth of that fame pit. 

Wrier e we decreed to bury Baffianus, 

Doe this and purchafe vs thy lafimgfr sends. \ 

Kmg. Oh Tamara was euer heard the like ? 

This is the pit s and this the elder tree, 

Looke firs lfyou canfinde the huntfman out, 

That ftlould haue murthered Bafsianus heere. 

. Aron. My gracious Lord heere is tfre bag of gold, 



of T Hus Andronicm. 

King. Twoofthy'whclpeSjfell curs of bloody Linde,' 
Haue heere bereft my brother of his life : 

Sirs drag them from the pit vnto the prifon. 

There let them bide vntill we haue deuifd 
Some neuer heard-of tortering paine for them, 

Tamara ♦ What are they in this pit, oh wondrous thing! 
Howeafily murder is difeouered? 

Titus. High kroperour vpon my feeble knee, 

I beg this boone, with teares not lightly filed. 

That this fell fault cfmy accurfed fonnes, 

Accurfcd, if the faults be prou'd in them, 

Kmg. Jfit be prou’de! you fee it is apparant, 

Who found this letter, Tamara vs a it you? 

Tamora. Andronieus himfclfe did take it vp. 

Titus. Ididmy Lord,yctletmebetheirbaiIe, > 

For by my Fathers reuerenttorobe I vow 
They fhall be ready at your Highnes will, . 

To aunfwerc their fufpition with their liucs. 

King Thou fhalt not baile them, fee thou follow me. 
Some bring themurthered body, fome the murthcrers, 

Let them notfpeakea word, the guilt is plainc, 

For by my foule, were there worfc end then death. 

That end vpon them fliould be executed, 

Tamara. Andramcus I wil entreat the King, 

Feare not thy fonnes, they fhall do well enough. 

Thus. Come Lucius come,ftay not to talke with them. 

Enter the E mpreff e/onnet-, with Lauinia, her hands cut off 
and her tongue cut out , and rauijbt, 

Lemet, So now goe tell and if thy tongue can fpeake. 
Who twas that cut chy tongue and rauifht thee. 

Chiron. Write downe thy mindc, bewray thy meaning fo, 
And ifthy ftumpes will let thee play the feribe. 

Lemet. See how with fignesand tokens fhe canfcrowJe. 
Chiron. Goe home, call forfweet water, waflithy hands* 

E Lemet. 
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T he moft Umemahlc Tiagcdlc 

Dwe>, She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wafh. 
And fo lets Icaue her to her filent walkes. 

Chiron* Andtwere my caufe.l (hould goehangmyfelfe. 
Barnet. If thou hadft hands to helpe thee knit the cord, 
En ter M arcus from hunting . x 

Who is this my Neecc that flies away fo fall} 

Cefen a word, where is yourbusband ? 

If I do dreamc would all my wealth would wake me, 

If I doc wake, fome Planet ftrikemedowne, 

That I may (lumber in sternal 1 fleepe. 

Speake gentle Neece, what fterne vngentle hands, 

Hath lopt and hewd, and made thy body bare. 

Of her two tranches, thofe fweet ornaments 
Wiipfe circling flwdowes, Kings haue fought to (leepein, 
And mighi notgaine fo great a happines 
As halfe thy louc} Why .dooft not fpeake to flue i 
Alas, a crimfon riuer of warme blood, 
Liketoabublingfountaincftird wichwinde, 

Doth rifeaadfali betwerne thy Rofcd lips, 

Camming and going with thy honny breath. 

But fu r e fome Terews h.yth defloured thee, 

And leaf! thou (houldft deleft' them, cut thy tongue. 

Ah now ti,ou turnll a way thy face for (haoie. 

And notwithftandingaU this Ioffe ol blood, 

As from a Conduit with their 1 (Tiling fpouts. 

Yet doe thy cheekes louke red as T nans face, 

Biufhipg tobeencoantred yvithaclowde. 

Shill l fpeake lor thee, (hall liay cis fo 
Oh. that 1 knew thy hart, arid knew the beaft, 

That Imightraileathmi toeafemy minds. 

Sorrow concealed, like an Ouen ftopt, 

Doth burne the hart to cinders w he/e it is, 

Faire Fhilom.lh lire but loft her tongue, 

Audita tedious fainpler Towed her niinclc*. 



of Thus Androniml 

Rutlouely Neece, that meane is cut from the** 

A craftier Teretts haft thou met. 

And he hath cut thofc pretty fingers off, 

ThatcouldhauebeUerfowedthcnArW. 

Oh had the monfter fcenc thofe Lilly hands. 

Tremble like Afpenleaues vpon a Lute, 

And make the filken firings delight to kiffe them. 

He would not tbenhaue touch t them for his .ifc. 

Or had he heard the beauenly Harmony, 

Which that f weet tongue hath made : : 

He would haue dropt his knife and fell adeepc. 

As Cerberus at the T hracian Poets fee'tc# 

Come let vs goe, and make thy father bhnde. 

For fuch a fight will blinde a fathers eye. 

One houres lforme will drow ne the fragrant meades* 

Whatwill wholcmonthsoftearrsthy Fathers eyes? 

Doe not draw backe.for we will mourne with thee, 

Oh could our mourning cafe thy mifery. Exeunt 

Enter the Judges and Senators with Tims twof mes bound, 

fafng on the Stage so the place of execution, and Tttus going **« 

^ Tuns. ifearetnegrauefathers, noble Tributes flay, 
Forpitty ofmineage,whofe youth was (pent 
In dangerous warres, whilft you fecurtly hept* 

For all my blood in Romes great quarrcll fhed, 

Forallthe frofty nights that I haue watcht, 

And for thefe bitter teares, which now you fee. 

Filling the aged wrinkles in my checkcs, 

Be pittifull to my condemned Sonnes, 

Whofefoules is not corrupted as tis thought. 

For two and twenty Tonnes I neuer wept, 

Becaufethcy died in honours lofty bed. „• 

Andromcw /yeth downe,andthe Judges pa ffc by him, _ 

Bz ' * ct 
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7 kemoftUmenidlle Tragcdit 

Forthefe, Tribune*, in the duftl write 

harts deepe languor, and my foules fad tcare* : 

Let my tcares (hnch the earths drie appetite, 

My fonnes fweet blood, will make it frame and blufr • 

O earth, I will befriend thee more with raine 
That frail diftillfrom tbefe twoar.cient ruincs, 

Then youthful I Aprill frail with all his frowres. 

3n Summers drought, lie drop vpon thee ftill, 

In Winterwith armetcares Ucmeltthcfnow, 
Andkeepe eternallfpring time oil thy face, 

So thou refufe to drinke my deerc fonoes blood. 

Eater Lucius , nirh his weapou-Jratrne, 

Oh reuere*t Tribunes, oh gentle aged men, 

Vnbinde my fonnes, reuerfe the dooms of death. 

And let melay (that neuer wept before) 

My teares are now preuailing Oratours. 

Lucius. Oh noble father you lament in vainc. 

The Tribunes hearcyou not, no man is by. 

And you recount your-forrowes to a (lone. 

Titus. Ah Lucius for thy brotherslet meplead, 

Graue Tribunes., onee more lintreat ofyou. 

Lucius, My -gracious Lord, no Tribune heares you (peak. 
Titus. Why tis no matter man, ifthey did hcare 
They vyonld not marke me, or if they did mark e, . V , 

All boorlcffevntothem. 

Therefore I tell my forrowes booties to the ftoncs. 

Who though they cannot anfweremy diftreffe, 

Yet in (ome fort they arc better then the Tribunes, * 

For that they will not intercept my talc ♦ 

When I doe weepe, they humbly at my. fecte, 

Receiue my tcares, and feeme to weepe with me. 

And were they but attired in graue weedes, 

Rome could afford no T ribunc like to thefe . 



of Titus An dr omens] 

A done is foft as waxe, Tribunes more hard then ftoncs ; 

A ftone is filer.t, and oftendeth net. 

And Tribunes with their tongues doomemen to death* 
But wherefore ftandfl thou with thy weapon drawne ? 
Lucius. Torefcue my two brothers from their death* 
For which attempt the Iudges haue pronounff 
JVly euerlafting doome of banifr ment. 

Thus. O happy man, they haue befriended tbees 
Why foolifr Luc/us, doff thou not perceaue 
That Rome is but a wildernes of Tigers l 
Tigers mull prey, and Rome affords no prey 
But me and mine: how happy art thou then j 
From thefe deuourers to be banifr ed ? 

But who comes with our brother Mar cut hecre? 

Enter Marcus and Lautt ja. 

<JW arcus, Tttus, prepare thy noble eyes toweepc, 
OriPnotfo,thy noble heart to breake : 

1 bring confumirgforrow to thine age. 

Titus, Willitccnfumeme? Let me fee it then, 

%JMatc. This was thy daughter, 

Titus. Why Ai arcus fo fre is. 

Lucius. Ayenie.thiiobieflkils me. 

Titus'. Faint-hartcd boy, arife and lookc vpon her 9 
Speakc Lauinia, what acc urfed hand. 

Hath made thee handleffein thy Fathcrsfi c, ht ? 
Whatfoolehathaddedwater to the Sea?- ° 

Or brought a faggo’ to bright burning Troy ? 

My.griefewas at the height before thou caroft, 

And nowlikeA/;/«iitdifdaincth bounds: 

Oiucmea fword He chop offmy hands too, 
for they haue fought for Rome, and all in vainc 
And the> haue nurd this woe, in feeding life; 

In boofelcffe pray cr haue they bene held vp. 

And they haue feru'd me to effeaieflc vfc. 

t 3 Now 
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Them oft lamentable Tr age die 

Now alltheferuicelrequireofthcro, 

Js that th eone w ill Helpe to cut the other? 

T is well Lzuinia that thou haft no hands, 

For hands to do Rome feruice, is but vaine. 

Lucius* Speake gentl e lifter who hath martcr d thee ? 
'JMarcus. O that delightfull engine of her thoughts, 
That blabd them with fiich pleafing eloquence. 

Is torne from forth that pretty hollow cage. 

Where like a fweet mellodious bird it fung, 

Sweet varied nocesinchauntwg euery eare. _ ^ % 

Lucias, Oh fay thou for her, who hath done this deede? 
UWarc. Oh thus I found her ftrayjngin the Parke, 
Seeking to hide hcrfelfe as doth the Deare 
That hath receaude fome vnrecuring wound. 

Tttus, It was my Deare, and he that wounded her. 
Hath h urt me more then had he kild tne dead : 

For now I ftand as one vpon a Rock, 

Inuirond with a wildernesofSea, 

Who markes the waxing tide, grow waue by Yvaafy 

Expecting euer when fomeenuious forge, 

Will in his brinifh bowels fwallow him. 

This way to death my wretched fonnesare gone, 

Hcere ftands my otherfonne,abanifhtroan, 

And fyeere my brother weeping at my w oes , 

Butthat which giuesmy foule the greateftfpurne. 

Is deere Lanina, deerer then my foule. 

Had I but fecnethy pi£lurc in this plight, 

It would haue madded me : what mall I doe, 

N owe I beholde thy liuely body fa? 

Thou haft: no hands to wipe away thy tearcs. 

Nor tongue to tell me who hath marterdthee: 

Thy husband he is dead, and for his death _ , 

Thy brothers are condemnde,anddeadby this. 

Fopke Marcus, ah forme Lucius looke on her, ^ 



oftTitm An dr omens* 

\Vhen I did name her brothers, then frefb teares 
Stood on her cheekes, as doth the honny dew, 
Vponagathred Lillie almoft withered. 



(husband. 



( jWarc . Perchancefhe weepesbecaufe they kild her 
Perchance becauft fhe kno wes him innocent. 

Titus, If they did kill thy husband then be ioyfull, 
Becaufethclaw hath tanercuengeonthem. 

No, no they would not doe fo foule 'a deede, 

Witnes the forro w that their filler makes. 

Gentle Lauiuia let me ki(Te thy lips, 

Or make fome fignehow I may do theeeafes 
Shall thy good Vnclc, and thy brother Lucius , 

And thou and I fit round about fome Fountain?, 

Looking all downewards tobehold our cheekes 
How they arcllaind in meadowesyetnotdry, 

With miery flime left on them by a flood. ? 

And in tfie Fountaitie (hall we gaze fo long, 

Till iht h efh tafte be t a ken from that clecrenes, „ 

And made a brine pit with our bitter teares ? 

Or fliall we cut kway our hands like thine ? 

Or fhall webiteourtonguc3,and mdunibe ft cWS 
Paflerhe remainder ©four hatefull daies? 

What (hall we doe? let vs that haus ourtongucs 
Plot leffl; dciiife off ur; her misery 
Tuinakt vs wondred at in time to come. 

Lu:t, Sweetfatherceafe your teares, for at yourgrisfe 
See how my wretched fifter fobs and weeps. 

Alan, Patience deerc Nee ce, good Titus dric thine eyes.- 
Titus. Ah A/1 ay ens, A1 arcus, Brother well 1 wote, 

Tiiy napkin cannot drinke a tcare of mine, 

For thou poevre man haft drowndit wfrh thineowne. 

Lhcu Ah my La-unia I will wipe thy cheekes, 

TifKi, Mark A^r^niarke, 1 vndei ftand her fignes, 
Fr«c. Hie a tongue to fpc*ke, now would flic fay 
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Tbe mojl lamentable T \dg die 

That to her brother which I faid to thee. 

His Napkin with her true teares all be wet. 

Can do no fcruice on her forrowfull cheekes. 
Ohwhatafimpathyofwocis this! N 

As farre from helpe as Limbo is from bliffe. 

Enter Aron tbe Moore alone. 

Moore . Titus Andronicus , my Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this word, that if thou loue thy fonnes, 

Let Marcus, Lucius , or thy felfe old Tttutj 
Or any oneofyou,chop off your hand, 

And fend it to the King, he for the fame. 

Will fend thee hither both thy fonnes aliue, 

And that lhall b e the ra unfome fot their fault. 

Titus. Oh grccious Emperour, oh gentle Arortg 
Did euerRanen fing fo likcaLarke, 

That giues fweet tydings of the Sunnes vprife ? 

With all my hart, lie fend the Emperour my hand, 

Good Aron wilt thou help to chopitoftt i 
Lucius. Stay Father, for that noble hand of thine, 
That hath thiowne downe fo many enemies. 

Shall not be fent : my hand will fe rue the turne, 

JMy youth can better Iparc my blood then you. 

And therefore mine fhall faue my brothers hues. 
cJMarc. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And reard aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 

Wrighting definition on the enemies Cafllc i 
Oh none of both but are of high defert : 

My handhathbenebutidle,letit ferue 
To raunfome my two nephewes from their death, 
Thenhauelkeptittoa worthyend. 

Moore . Nay come agree whofe hand lhall goe along, 
Forfeare they die beforetheir pardon come. 

Marcus. My hand lhall goe. 

Lucius, Byheauenitftiailnotgoc'. 






of Tim An dreinicusi . 

r ef\ m \ Sirsfiriueno more, fuchwithred hearts asthtf® 

Are meete for plucking vp, and therefore mine. 

Luau. Sweet Father, if I lhallbe thought thy fonne, 

Let me redeeme my brothers both from death. 

Marcus. Andfor our fathers fake, and mothers care, 

Nowletmtfhow abrotherslouetothee. 

Titus. Agree bet weene you, I will fpare my hand. 

Lucius, Then lie goe fetch an Axe. 

ejMarc. But I will vfe the Axe. Exeunt, 

Titus, Comehithcr Aron, lie dcceiue them both. 

Lend me thy hand, and I will giue thee mine. 

Moore. If that be calddcceit,I will be honeft. 

And neuer whilft I liue dceeiue men fo : 

But lie deceiue you in another fort. 

And that yonle fay ere halfe an houre pane* 

Hee cuts off Titus hand* 

Enter Lucius and Marcus againe'. 

Titus. Now ftay your ftrife, what lhall be is difpatcht « 
Good Aron pat his Maieftie my hand, 

Tellhim it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers: bid him bury it: 

More hath it merrited : Thatletit hauc. 

Asfor my formes, fay I account of them, 

A s iewels purchaft at an eafic price, 

And yet deere too, becaufel bought mine o^rne. 

Aron. I goe Avdromcus t andfor thy hand, 

Lookeby andby to baue thy fonnes with thcc. 

Their headsl meanc : Oh how this villanv. 

Doth fatmc with the very thoughts of it. 

Letfooles doe good, andfaire men call for grace, 

Aron will haue his foule blacke like his face, Exit, 

F Thus 











Tbcmoft IdmentaUcTtdgedie 

Tim. Oheere I lift this one hand vp toheauen. 

And bow thisfeeblc ruine to the earth, 

If any power pirties wretched teares. 

To that I call : what would thou kneele with me? 

Doe then deare heart, for heaucn (hall hearc our prayers, 
Or with our fighs weele breath the welkin dirame> * 
A nd ftaine the funne with foggeas fometime clouds 
When they do hug him in their melting boforocs* 

M arcus. Oh hrother fpeake with poHibiliucs, 

And do not breake in?o thefe deepc extreames, 

Titus. Is not my forrow deepe* hauing nobottome? 
Then be my paffios boctomlefTe with them# 

M arcus . But y et let reafon gouerne thy lament. 

Titus. Ifrhere were reafon for thefe miferies, 
Thenintoiimitscouldl bindemy woes: 

"When heauen doth weepe, doth not the earth dreflow? 
If the windes rage, doth northefca waxmad, 
Threatning the welkin with his bigfwolne face ? 

And wilt rhou haue a reafon for this coile? 
lam thefea, Harkehow herfighesdoeflow :~ 

Sheeis the weeping welkin. I the earth : 

Then mu ft my Sea be moued with her fighesj 
Then mufimy earth with her continual) teares,; 
Become a deluge: ouerfloived and drowned : 

For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes. 

But like a.druiikara rnulf I vomit rhesii. 

Then giue me Jeaue. for loofers will haue leaur, 

To ealerheu flomackes with their bitter tongues.. 

Enter a mejfe tiger with two beads and a hand. 

h'l'fjfen* W orthy Andrcnicus^ il] artthou repaid-. 

For that good hand thou fentfi: the Emperour : 

He ere are the heads of thy two noble fbnnes. 






of Titus Andronicusl 

. A Wrestbv hand in fcorne to thee fentbacke : 

ThJtiefcsthcirfports: Thyrefolutionmockt : • 

Stwoe isme to thinke vpon thy woes 

More then remcmbrancfofmy fathersdeaUi. Ex, I, 

"SuL Nowletho.iEmacooIeenCu.he, 

And be my hart an euer-burnmg hell : 

Thefe miftries are more then may be borne. 

To weepewith them that wcepe,doth eafefomedeale, 

Rut forrow flouted at, is double death. 

* L „ ct A h that this fight fhouldmake fo deepe a wound. 
And vet detefted liftnot flninke thereat : 

That euer death fhouldlethfe beare his name, 

Where life hath no more intereftl but to breathy 
Marc. Alaspoorehart thackiffeis comfoitleiler, 

As frozen water to a ftaruedfnake. . 

Titus. When will this fearefullflumberhaue an end? 
(Mar. No w farewell flatteric, die Judrorticttt, 

Thoudoft not flumber, fee thy two fonnes heads. 

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter heerc 1 
Thy other banifht ft>nne with this deere fight 
Struckc pale and bloodleffe,and thy brother I, 

Euen like a ftony Image, cold and numme. 

Ah now namore will I controule my griefes, 4 . 

Rent ofthyfiluerhaire, thy otherhand 
Gnawing with thy teeth, arid be this difmall fight 
The doling vp ofourinoft wretched eyes: 

Mow is a time to ftorme, why artthon ftill ? 

Tttm. Ha, ha, ha, . , . . 

Mare. Why doft thou laughfit fits not with this houre» 
Titus , Why I haue not another teareto llied : 

Befides,this forrow is an enerr.ic, 






Betides, this lorrow is an enerr.ic. 

And would vfurpe vpon my watry eyes. 

And make them blinde with tributarie teares. 
Then which way ifialllfindeRsuenges Caue? 



For 
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The mofl lamentable T rage die 

For tbefetwo heads doefeetne to fpeake toBse, 

And threat me, I /hall neuer come to bliffe. 

Till all thefemifehiefes be returnd againe, 

Euen in their throats that haue committed them# 

Come let me fee what taskel haue to doe. 

You heauie people, circle nac about, 

That I may turne me to each one of you, 

And fweare vntomy foule to right your wrongs, 

The vow is made, come Brother take a head. 

And in this hand theother will I bearc. 

And Lauinia thoufhalt bcimploydinthefeArmes, 

Beare thou my handfweet wench betweene thy teeth: 

As for thee boy, goe getthcefrora my fight. 

Thou art an Exile, and thou muft not flay, 

Hie to the Got he s , and raife an army there, 

And if you louenie, as 1 thinke you doe, 

Let’s kifie and part,for we haue much to doc. 

Exeunt. 

Lucius . Farwell Andronicus my noble Father: 

The wofulft man that eucr liude in Rome : 

Farewell proud Rome till Lucius come againe. 

He loues his pledges dearer then his life : 

Farewell Laatnia my noble fiffer, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haft bene, 

But now nor Lucius nor LaumiaYmts 
But in obliuion and hatefull griefes : 

IfLuciusl'mehe will requite your wrongs, . 

And make proud Saturnine and his Empreffe 
Beg at the gates like Tar quin and his Queene# 

Now will I to theGothes and raife a power, 

To be rcuengdon Rome and Saturmne,- 

Exit Lucius. 

Enter 



of Tim Andronicus • 

Enter Lucius f°* ne a ”d Lauinia running after him 9 and 
the hoy fits from her wit h his boohes vndtr 
his arme. 

Enter Titus and Marcus . 

Puer. Helpe Grandfier helpe, my Aunt Lauinia , 
folio wes me euery where 1 know not why. 

Good Vncle Marcus fee how fwiftfhe comes, 

Alasfweet Aunt, I know not what you meane. 

Marcu. Stand by me Lucius , doe not fcarc thine aunt, 

Titus. She loues thee boy too well to dotheeharme. 

Puer. I when my father w as in Rome ftie did. 

Marcus Whatmeancsmy Neece L*#»»>*by thefefignes? 

Titus. Feareher not Lari/wfomewhatdotiifhe mean©. 

See Lucius fee, how much fhemakesofthee: 

Some whether would fhehauethee goe with her. 

Ah boy, Cornelia neuer with more care 
Red to her fonnes then (he hath red to thee, 

Sweet Poctiy, and TulliesOratour J 

Canft thou roc geffe w herefore fheplics thee thus? 

Puer. My Lord I know not I, nor can I geffe, 

Vnlefle fome fit or frer.zie do poffefle her : 

For Ihaue heard my Grandfier fay full oft, 

Extremitie of griefes would make men mad. 

And Ihaue red tha tHecuba of T roy, 

Ran mad through forrow, that made me to fcare 
Although my Lord, I know my noble Aunt, 

Loues me as deare as ere ray brother did. 

And would not but in fury fright ray youth. 

Which mademedo vne to throw my bookes and fiiej 
Cauftes perhaps, but pardon me fwcet Aunt, 

And Madam, it my Vncle Marcus goe, 

$ 5 Jl 
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7 be mo ft lament able Tragedies 

I will moft willingly attend yourLadyfhip. 

Marc* Lucius I will. 

Tttur t Row now Lauinia-y Marcus whatmeanesthis? 
Some booke there is that fhe defires to feet 
■Which i s it girle o f theft? open them boy. 

But thou art deeper read and better skild. 

Come and take choyfe of all my Library, 

And fo beguile thy forro\v,till the heauens 1 
Reueale the dambd contriuer of this deede. 

Why lifts fhe vp her armes in fequence thus ? 

7slarc. I thinlcc fhemeanes that there was more then one 
Confederate in the fatt, 3 more there was : 

Or elfe toheauen fhcheaucs them for renenge. 

Titus. Lucius what booke is that Ihe toffeth fo ? 

Peter, Grand fi cr tis O u ids Metamorphofis, 

My mother gaue it me. 

eJMarc. For louc of her that* gone. 

Perhaps fhe culd it from among the reft, 

Ttttts. Sofc,fo bufily llcturnestheleaues, 
Helpeherjwhat would fhe finde? Lauma&isWIread? 
ThisisthetragicketaieofPW<>»s>f/, 

And treates of Ter cut treafon and his rape, 

And rape I feare was roote of thine annoy. 

Marc, Seebrother fee note how fhe quotes the leauesj 
Titus. £*«*»/*, wert thou thus furprizd fweet girle, 
Rauifht and wrongd as Philomela was, 

Forcdin the ruthlefle, vaft.and gloomy woods ? 
Sec,fee,l fucli a place there is where wedid hunt, 

(O hadweneuer, neuer hunted there ) 

Patternd by that th c Poet heere deferibes, 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

Marc. O why lhould nature build fofoule 3 den, 
Vnlefle the Gods delight in tragedies? 

Ttt. Giue fignes fweet gitls for hserc are nonebut ‘ rl ^^ 
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WhatRomane Lord it was durft do the deede ? 

Or flonke not Saturnine, ttTarquin evft, , 

That left the Campe to finne in£,«m>«bed. 

Mare, Sit downe fweet Neece, brother fit downe by me, 
jppollo,Pa/Ds, lout, or Mercury ^ 

Infpire me that I may this treafon finde. 

My Lord looke heere,looke heere Lauinia, 

ffewrites his T^ame with hisfiajfcy and guides it 
veithfeete and mout h. 

This fandie plot is plaine, guide ifthoucanft 
This after me, 1 haue writ my name, 

Without the lulpe ofany handatal!. 

Curft be that hart that fori! vs to this fhift : 

Write thou good Ncece, and heere difplay at laft, 

What God will haue difeoucred for reuenge, 

Hcauen guide thy pen Co print thy forro w ts plaine. 

That weroVy know the traytors and the truth. 

She takes tbejiaffe in her mouth ,and guides n with her 
ftumpes, and writes, 

Titus. Oh doe ye read my Lord what flie hath writ, 
StxprHWf Chiron , Demetrius, 

Marc, What, what, the luftfbU fbnnes of Tamoraj 
Perforrtiersof thishainous bloodydeede? 

Titus. Magni Domtnator poli, 

Tam Untus audit feeler aytant lent us Tides ? 

Afara Oh calme theegentle Lord, although I know 
There is enough written vpon this earth; 

Toftirrearniueme inthemi!de(i thoughts, v 
And arms the rtiindes of infants to exciairncs* 

My Lord knedc downe -vs ich me/ LakwU knede,. 

And 
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The moft 

And kneelc fwcete boy, the 
And fwearc with me, as with 

And father of that chaft diflior 
Lord Jumus ‘Brutus fw care for 

That we will ptofecute by good adm 

Mortall reuenge vpon thefe tray terousGothes, 
And fee their blood, or die with thisreproch. 

Titus. Tis fure enough, and you knew ho-' 

But if you hunt thefe Beare whelpes^then 
TheDam will wake, and if fhe winde you 
Shee’s with the Lyon deepely ftill in league. 

And lulls him whilft fhe playeth on her back 
And when he fleepes will fhe do what lhe 1 
You are a young huntfman c jMarcus, let it alone. 

And come I will goe get aleafe ofbrafle, 

And with a gad offteeie will write thefe - 
And lay it by : the angry Northerne r: 

Will blow thefe fands like Sibels leaues abro; 

And wheresyour lcffon then, Doy what lay ] 
j?«<*rlfayniy Lord,thatifI wereaman, 

Their mothers bed- chamber fhould not be I 
For thefe badbond-rocn to theyoakeorKt 
CMarc. I thats my boy , thy father hath : 

For his vngratefull country done the like. 

Paer. And V nckle fo will i, and if I hue* 

Thus. Come goe with me into mine Arn 
lucius He fit thee, and withall, my boy 
Shall carry from me to the Emprefle tonnei 
Prefents that I intend to fend them boi__. 

Come, come, thoult do th y mefTage, wilt thou 
Pu e r. I with my dagger in their bofo roes Grand 
Titus. No boy not fo, lie teach thee another coi 
Lauinta come, LMarcus looke to my houfe, 

. nnA 11* <roe beaueit at the Court. 



wnii i 



of Tim Andronicusl 

lmarry will we fir, and weelebe waited on. Exeunt* 
(jMarc. O hcauens 1 can you heare a good man grtme 
And not relent, or not companion him ? 
tA/larcus attend him in hisextafie, 

That hath more fears of forrow inhishatt. 

Then foe- mens markes vpon his battred fhield, 

But yet foiuft, that he will not reutnge, 

Reucngethe heauens for old Audromcut ♦ Exit 

Enter Aron, Chiron and Demetrius at one dire, and at another 
dorejoung Lucius and another,vrith a bundle of 
weaponSfUnd verges writ vpon them » 



fbiron. Demetrius hecres the fonne of Lucius, 

He hath force meffage to deliuer vs. 

Aren. 1 fomcmad mefTa ge from his mad Grandfather. 
Puer. My Lords, with all the humbleneslmay, 

I ereeteyour honours from An drome us t 
And pray the Romane Gods confound you both. 

Deme. Gi airier ck lonely Lucius, what’s the newes? 

Puer. That you are both aeciphetd, that’s the newes. 

For villaines markt with rape. May it pleafe you. 

My Grandfierwcll aduifdehath fent by me. 

The goodlieft weapons of his Armorie, 

To gratifieyotir honourable youth 
The hope of Rome,for fo he bad me fay : 

Andlo 1 do, and with his gifts prefent 
YourLordlhipSjwhen eueryou haueneede, 

You may be armed and appointed well, 

And fo Ucaueyou both ;like bloody villaines. Exit, 

■ Dcme, What’sheere* a fcrole, and written round about? 
Let’s fee, 

i ntegtr vitafeleriftfte purus , non eget metury Uculis nec arcus, 
htron, G tis zvexiem Horace } l know it Well. 
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Ireaditinthe Grammer long ago?. 

Moore I iu.fi, a ver/ein fiercer, right,you haueit, 

Now what a thing it is to be an AfTe, 

Heeres no found ieft, the old man hath Found their gilt* 
Andfendsthe weapons wraptabout with lines, 

T hat wouhdfbeyond their feeIing)to the quick? 

But were our witty EnspreSTc well afoote. 

She would applaud Attdreuiciu conceit, 

But istherreft in her vnrett awhile. 

And now young Lords, waft not a happy ftarre, 

Led vs to Rome ft rangers, and more then fo 
Captiues tobeaduaaced to this height ? 

It did me goodbefoiethePallaci gate, 

Tobraui theTnbune inhis brothers hearing. 

c Demet. Buc me more good to fee fo great a Lord, 
Bafely infinuate, and fend vs gifts. 

Moore Had he not reafcnLord Demetriut^ 

Did yon not vfehis daughter very friendly? 

Bemei* I would we had a thoufand RpmaneDanus 
At fuch a bay, by turne to ferue our luft. 

Chiron. A charitabi'c wi.'b and full of loue. 

Moore. He ere lacks biitydur mother for to fay Amen, 



Q it, on. And that would fhe for twenty thoufand more. 
Dewet. Come let vs gee and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloued mother in her paines. 

Moore. Pray to tl«. deuils,thcgods hauegiuenvs ouer. 
Trumpets found. 

<Bcn>, Why dp the Emperors trumpets flourish thus? 
Chiron. Belike for ioy the Emperour hath a lonne. 
Bsme. Soft, who comes heete ? 



Enter Nurfewith a blacken Moore chihle. 

Good morrow Lords, O tell me did you fee^rw tnt 

Aron. Weil more or lefi'e, ornereayvkt at all, (W oore 
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ofTimAndronie^ 

a and what with Aron now* 

Oh gentle Aron, w e are all vndone, 

/ trine or woebetide thee euermore. ? 

N 7 » Why“ a catterwalling doftthou kept, 

J ' \ ^ ,Ln wrap and fumble in thine armes? 

^ 3t /f ^^bat which I would hide from heauens eye$ 
o!ir Efflpveffc lhame, and ftately Romes difgrace, 

^•Tcliuered Lords, fliebdelmered. 

b . Towhome? , . 

Why thin fbe is the DeuilsDam, a 107 full ifTuc, 

~Nurfe ^Aioyles,difmaU,bla C ke,andforrowfulliflue, 

Heerc is thebabe as loathfome as a toad, 

Sweet blows, you ate a beautiou s bloffome Cure. 

Verne. Villaine what haft thou done? 

Aron. That which thou canft not vndoe- 
Chiron. Thou haft vndoneour mother. 

Aron. Villaine, lhaue done thy mother. 

Bemeti And therein helltth dog ,thou haft vn ^ , 

Woe to her chance, and dambd-herloathedc 1 > > 

Accurft theoffpring offofoule a fiend. 

Chiron < It (ball not line. 

Aron. Itiball net die. 

Nurfe. Aron it mutt, the mother wils it fo. 

Aron. What mutt it N urfe ? then let no man but I, 

Doe execution on my flelh and blood, 

Bern. He broach the tadpole on my Rapiers pomt, 
Nutfegittc icme,my fword fhall foone.dtfpatch ^ 
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The moft lamentable Tragedk 

At oh. Sooner this (Word (hall plow thy bowels vp. 

Stay rmirtberous villainer, will you kill your brother i 
Now by the burning tapers ofthaskie, • 

That /hone To brightly when this boy wasgot* 
jHe dies vpon my Semitars flisrpe point, 
rhat touches this my tirft borne fonne andheire • 

' you younglings not Enceladnt, 

With all his threatningbandof Typhonsbioo&t) 

Nor great Atciies^ nor the God of war re, 

Shall ceazethis prey out of hi* fathers hands ? 

What, whar, ye fanguine (hallow hartedboyes, 

Ycc yvhite-Iimbdt walls, ye ale-houfe painted figi 
Colc-blackcis better chen another hue. 

In that it fcornes to bcare another hue X 
For all the water in the Ocean, 

Canneucr turne the Swars blacke legs to white. 
Although fhelaue them homely in the flood: 

Tell the Empreffe from me I am of age 
Tokeepemineowne,excufeit how (he can. 

Dtmet. Wilt thou betray thy noble niiftris thus? 

Aron. My miflrjs is my miftrb, this my felfe, 

The vigour } aud thepiftureofmy youth ; 

Thu before ill the world do 1 preferre, 

This manger all the world will I keepe fafe, 

Or fome of ) ou (hall fmoake for it in Rome, 

Demet. By this our mother is for euer fhamcie. 

Chiron . Rome will defpife her for thisfoule cfcape. 
Nurfe. The Empcrour in his rage will Joome her death. 
Chiron ♦ 1 blufh to chinke vpon this ignomic# 

Aron , Win theresthepriuilcdgeyour beauty bcares': 
Fie trecherous hue, that will betray with blushing 
Theclofe cna£h and counfds of the hart : V 

Heeres a young lad framde of another leere, 

Lookehow ctablackcflaue (miles vuoxuhe father, 

As 
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A s who (hould fey, old Lad Iannhine ownc* 

He is your brother Lords, fenfibly fed 
Ofthat felfe blood thatfirftgauelifetoyou. 

And from that wombewhere youimprifoned were, 
Heisinfranchifedand come to light: 

Nay he is your brother by the furerfide, 

Although my feale be ftamped in his face. 

T^ttrfc, Aron what (hall I fay vnto the Empreffe? 

Dtmet, Aduife thee Aron, what is ro be done, 

And we will all fubferibeto thy aduife: 

Sauethou the childe fo w c may all be fafe. 

Aron, Then (it we downcand let vs all confult. 

My fortneand l will hauetbe windcofyoy : 

Keepe there, now talke at pleafure of your fafety. 

Demet. How many women faw this childe of his ? 

Aron , Why fobraueLords,when we ioynem league 
I am a Lambe, but if you braue th e Moore* 

The chafed Bore, the mountaine Lycneffe, 

The Ocean fwells not fo as Aron (lor mes : 

But fay agaitre, how many faw the childe? 

Nurfe, Cornelia^xhe midwife and my felfe, 

And no oneelfcbutthedeliuei ed Empreffe. > 

Aron. I hcEmpre/le, the Midwife, and your felfe, 

Two may keepe counfell when the thirds away : 

Goeto the Empreffe, tell her this I Laid, He kill's htr$ 

Weeks, week,fo cries a Pigge prepared tothefpit. 

Demet. What meanfl thou Aron,whercforc didft thou this 
C) Lord fir, tis a deed of pollicie, 
ohall (he hue to betray this gilt of ours ? 

ong tongu’d babhng Goflip, no Lords no : 

And now be it knowne to you my full intent. 

°t at re, onedfahteutmy Country-man 
iisv\i.ebut yefternightwas brought to bed, 
i icuideishketoher,Faiic.asyouare : 
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Goepacke with him, and giue the mother gold, 

A nd tell them both the circumftance of all, 

And how by this th^ir childe fhall be aduaunlt, 

And be recciued for the Emperours heyre. 

And fubftituted in the place of mine. 

To calrne thi s tempeft whirling in the Court, 

And let theEenperour dandle him for his owne. 

Harkeye Lords, ye fee I haue giuen herphifick, 

And you muftneedesbeftow herfuneraU, 

The fields are neere, and you are gallant Croomes ; 

This done, fee that you take no longer dales 
But fend the Midwife prcfently tome. 

The Midwife and theNurfe well tirade away, 

Then let the Ladies tattle what they pleafe. 

Chiron . Aron 1 fee thou wilt not t ruft the ayre with Secrets, 
Dem*. For this care of T amor a, 

Herfclfe and hers are highly bound to thee . txm 

j r on . Now to the Gothes, asfwiftasfwallew files, 
There to difpofe this treafure in mine armes. 

And fe crctl y to greere the fimprefle friends: 

Come on you chick-lipt-flauc, Ilebeareyou hence, 

For it is you that puts vs to our fliittss 

He make you feed on berries, and on rootes, • 

And feed* on curds and whay,andlucketheGoate, 

And cabbin in a Cauc, and bring you Vp 
To be a warriour, and commaund a Campc« 

Enter Titus, old Marcus, young Lucius, and other oenikmo 
with bowesytnd Titus hearts the arr owes ret o 
Letters en the ends of them* 

Tim . Come Mdrc»r,com.e,kinfmen this is the way» 
Sir boy let me fee your archerie, 

Looke yee draw home enough andt is there Uraig > ^ 



of Tims 'fin 4r onicus l 

Terrdt AJlr eafelitjnit, bey ou recnembred Mar cits , 

Shees gone, fihees fled , firs take you to your tooles. 

You Cofens fhall goe found the Ocean, 

Andcaft your nets, happily you may finds her in the fca, 

Yet theres as little iuftice as at Land : 

No Publius and Ssmpronins, you mufi doe it, 

Tis yon mull dig with mattocke, and with fpak, 

And pierce the inmoft center of the earth. 

Then when you come to A ’mots Region, 

] pray von dcliucr him this petition* 

Tell him it is for iuflice and for aids. 

And that it corr.es from old jindronicuf. 

Shaken with forrowes in rngraiefullKornc. 

Ah Rome,wei! s welljlmadethec mifmble,- 
Whattimel threw the peoples fnffrages 
On him that thus doth tyrannize ore oie* 

Goe get you gone, and pray becarefull all* 

And leaue you nor a man ofwarre vnfcarchfc* 

This wicked Empcrfeur may haue fhipt her hencG, 

And kinfmen then we may goe pipe for i udice, 

Marc* O Publius isnotfhisaheauiecafe 
To fee thy noble Vncle thus diltraft ? 

Tubh* Therefore my Lcrds it highly vsconcernes/ 

By day and nightdaifend him carefully : 
Andfeedehishumour kindely as wernay, 

TiHiime beget (omt careful 1 remedie. 

Mp/cm, Kinfmc.n f his forrowes are paft remedies 
Icyne with the Goriu$ 7 and with reucngefull warre* 
Take wrealceon Rome for this ingratitude. 

And vengeance on the tray tor Satifrmrie. 

Fyw, Publius how now, he w now my Maiflcrs, 

V\ hat haue you met with her? 

If Mu No my good Lord, bu tPfato fendfryou word‘s 
•1 >ou will haue rc-uenge from hell you fhall, 
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Marric for Iuftice flic is fo imploy d» 

He thinkeswith /win heauen, or fome where elfe, 

So that perforce you muft needs flay a time. 

Titus.) Hedoth me wrong to feed me with delaycs, 
lie diue into theburninglake below, 

And pull her out of Acaron by the hecles. 

CMarcus we are but ihrubs, no Cedars we, 

Nobig-bond.men,framdofthe Cyclops fize, 

Rut mettal Marcus, Q celctothe very backe. 

Yet wrung with wrongsroore then our backs eanbeare : 
And fit h theresno iuftice inearth nor hell, 

"We wilt folicitc heauen, and moue the (jod, » 

To fend downe Iuftice for to wreakc our wrongs . 

Come to this geare,you are a good ^Archer Match ♦ 

He giHes them the Ayr owes. 

M lonem , thatsfor* you, here ^ Apllonem , 

M Marts m, thats for my felfo, 

Here boy to Pallas, here to Mercury, 

To Saturnine^ C<i«J,not totorw/. 

You w ere as good to fooote agai nft the wsndc. 

Too it boy, Marcus loofe when I bid, 

Of my word, I haue written to effe«, 
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But eiue them to his maiftcr for a prefent. . 

S Why there it goes, God gmeyomLoidfhip 

Enter the Qoyent mt ha basket and me Ptd^iensinit. 

Tit/ft. Newes,newes from heauen, 

Marcus the poaft is eome* 

Sirrawhattydings, haue you any letters . 

Phalli haue iuftice, what hies Iupiteri , , 

ciZc. Hothclibbctmaker, hee fay c. th« he l^.h ta- 

krn them dovneagaine, for rhe man muft aotbehangd tfi 

the next weeke. , , ' 

Titus. Butwhatfaies Tupiter I aske thee . 

Cleme. Alasfir I knownot lupiterx 
1 neuer dranke w ith h iro in all my lifei 
Titus. Why villaine art not thou the Carrier? 

Clorone. 1 ofmy pidgions fir, nothing els. 

Titus. Why, didfttbou not come from heauen? 

Clexvne. From heauen J alas fir, I neuer came there, 

God forbid I ftiould be fo bold, toprefle to heauen in my 

young daye*. ~ , 

Why 1 am goingwith my pidgions to the tribunall PIebs,to 
take vp a matter of brawle, betwixt my Vncle,andone of 
the Emperialls men. 

Marcus. Why fir, that is as fitascanbe toferueforyour 
Oration, andlethimdeliuerthe pidgions to the Emperour 
from you. _ 

Titus. Tellmeecan youdeliueran Oration to the Em- 
perour with a grace? 

Clome. Nay truely fir, I could neuer fay grace in all my 
life. 

Thus. Sirra some hither, make no more adoc, 
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But giue your Pidgionstothe Eraprour, 

By roe rhou (halt haue iufticeat his hands. 

Hold, hold, tncane while here’s money for thy charges, 
Giue me pen and inke. 

Sirra.can you with a grace dcliucr a Supplication? 

Clowne. 1 fir. 

Titus. Then here is a fupplication for you, and when y 0l| 
come to him,atthe firft aproach you mull kneelc,thcn.kifTc 
hisfoote, thendeliuer vp yourPidgions, and then look for 
your reward. 

lie be at hand fir, fee you doe it brauelie. 

Clmttf. I warrant you fir, let me alone. 

Titus. Sirra haft thou a knife ? Come let me fee it. 

Here LAiarcus, fold i t in the Oration, 

For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant. 

And when thou haft giuen it the Empcrour, 

Knocke at my dore, and tell me what he f*yes. 

£lome. God be with you fir, I will. Exit. 

Titus. Com* AdareusUtvi got, Publius follow me. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Emperonr and Emprtffe, and her trot formes, the 
Emperonr brings the Anows m his hand 
that Ttt us {hot at htru. 

Satar* Why Lords, what wrongs are thefe? w as euer (f« D * 
An Empcrour in Rome thus ouerborne. 

Troubled, confronted thus, and for the extent 
Of cgall iaftice, vfdc in fuch contempt? 

My Lords.you know the mightfull Gods, 

How euer thefe dilturbers of our peace 

Buz in the peoples cares, there nought hath paft, 

But euen with la w againft the wilfuil fonr.es ^ 
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Of old Andronitus. And what and if 

HisrorroweshauefooucrwhelmdehiJWits. 

clall we be thus affli&ed in his wreakes, 
SK£nzic,andhisbiue r? 

Vndnowhe writes toheauen for hisrcdreffe, 

Seehecrcs to /^^andthisto ^ry. 

This to Apollo, this totheGod ofwarre * • 

Sweet fcrowles t. Hie ab.nl ihcftreco 
Whats this but Libelling againft the Senate, 

And blazoning our vniuftice euery where. 

A o-oodlv humourjs it not roy Lords . 

As who would fay, in Rome no iuftice were : 

But iflliucj hisfained extahes 

Shall be no fhelter to thefe outrages. 

But he and his (hall know tha * 

In Saturnisms health, whome if he fleepc, 

Hcelefoawake,ashcin fury (hall 

Cut offthe proud’ft confpiratour thatliues. 

Tamora. My gracious Lord, my louely Saturmnei 
Lord ofroy life, comrnaunder ofmy thoughts, 

Calmethee,andbcarcthefaults of 7>/«iagc, 

Th’cffc&s of fotrow for his valiant fonnes, 

Whofc Ioffe hath pcarft him deepe, and fcard his hart, 

And rather comfort his diftreffed plight, 

Then profecute the meaneft or the beft 

Foi thefe contempts : Why thus it (hall become 

Hie witted Tamer a to glofc with all : 

But Thus I haue touched thee to the quicker 
Thy life blood out s if Aron now be wife. 

Then is allfafc,thc Anchor’s in the port. 

Enter CldVcnc* 

How now good fellow wouldft thou fpeake w ith vs . 

ClMne. Ycaforfooth, and your Mifttrfmp be tpnpemll. 

H 2 Tamo* 



a T 



,:|]1 





Tk moftlctmentahle Tragedie 

Tamara, Emprefle I am, but yonder fi ts the Emperour,' > 
C/owtte, Tis he, God andSaint Stephen giue you 20©d<L 
Ihaue broughtyou a letter and a couple of pigions heere. ’ 

He readt the Letter. 

Satur, Goc take fa 1 m away and hang him prefently, 
Clowne . How much money mufti haue ? ' 

Tamara. Comefirra, you muftbe banged. 

Clowne, Han® d, be Lady then ! haue brought vp a neefe 
t0 3rairecr.d. r kft 

Exit, 

Satur. Difpightfullandintollerablewrongs, 

Shall J endure this monftrous villany ? 

I know from whence this fame deuife proceedes; 

May this be borne, asifhistrayterous fonnes, 

1 hatdide by law formurtherofour brother, 

Haue by my naeanes bene butchered wrongfully? 

Goe dragge the villains hither by the haire. 

Nor age, nor honour, Ihall ihapepriudedge, 

For this proud mockcllebethy flaughter man, 

Sly franricke wretch, that holpft to make me great. 

In hope thy feifelhould gouerneRome and me. 

Enter Nuntius Smillius. 

Saturn. What newes with thee Emilliu> ? 

Emil. Armemy Lords, Rome ntuerhad morecaufe, 

The Gethes haue gathered head, and with a power 
Of high refolued men, bent to the fpoyle. 

They hither march amaine. vnder conduct 
Of Lucius, fonne to old Andrcmetts . 

Who threats in courfe of thisrcuengetodoc 
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o r Titus Andronicusl 

j 

1 now begins our forro w csto approach, 

Tis heche common people louefo much. 

My felfe hath often heard them fay , * 

When I haue walke Alike a priuate man. 

That Lucius banishment was w rongrull y » 

And they haue wilht that Lucius were their Emperour. 
T am ora. Why Should y ou feare,isnot your Gitty ftrong. 
Kina. I but the Cittizens fauour Lucw r 
And will reuolt from me to fu ccour him. 

Tamora . King, be thy thoughts- lmperiouslike thy name. 
Is theSunne dimd, that Gnats doflic m it ? 

The Eagle fuffers little birds to fing. 

And is not carefull whatthey meanc thereby , 

Knowing that with the lhadow oi his wings, 

He can at pleafure flint their melodie. 

Euen fo mayett thou the giddy men of Rome, 

Then cheare thy fpirit.for know thou Emperour, 

I will enchauntrhe old Andrwicusj 

With words more fweet and yet more dangerous 

Then baites to filh, orhonny ftalkes to Iheepe, 

When as the one is wounded with thebaite. 

The other rotted-with deliciousfeede, 

King. But he will not entreat his fonne for vs. 

Tamar. If Tamora entreat him then he will. 

For 1 can fmooth and fill his aged eare, 

With golden promifes, that w ere his heart - 
Almoft impregnable, his old yeares deafe. 

Yet fhould both eare and hart obey my tongue. 

Goe thou before to be our Embaffadour, 

Say that the Emperour requefts a parly 

H s 
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The mad lament able Tr age die 

Of warlik e Lucius, andappoint the meeting. 

Emithus doe this meflage honourably. 

And if he (land in hoftage for hisfafety, 
Bidhimdemaund what pledge will pleafe himbeft. 
Emilltus. "Your bidding (hall I doe effectually. 

T amor a. Now will I to that old Andronicus, 

And temper him with all the Artlhaue, 

To pluckeproud Lucius from the warlike Gothes, 

And now fwcct Empcrour be blith agaiuc. 

And bury all thy fcarc in my deuifes. 

Satur. Thengoefucceffantly and plead to him, 

Exem. 

Enter Lucius with an Army efCJothet, with 
Drum and S ouldiers » 

Lucius. Approucd warriours, and my faithfull friends, 

I hauc receaued letters from great Rome, 

Which fignifie* what hate they beare their Empcrour, 
And how defirous ofour fight they are. 

Therefore great Lords be as your titles w i tnes, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 

And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe, 

Let him make treble fatiffa&ion. 

(joth. Brauc flip fprungfrom the great Andronttutt 
Whofcname was once our terrour,now our comfort, 
Whole high exploits and honourable deeds, 

Ingratefull Rome req uites with foule contempt. 

Be boldein vs,weclc follow where thou leadft, 

Like flinging Becsin hotteft Sommers day. 

Led by their maifter to the flowred fields, 
Andbcauengdoncurfcd74i»PM; ^ j 
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of Thin Andronlcusl 

And ashe faith, fo fay weall with him. „ 

Lucius. I humbly thanke him andl thank you all. 

Butwho comes hecrcledby a lufiy Gothl 

Enter 4 Goth leading of Aron with his child 

, inhtsarma. 

Goth. Renowned Lucius from ourtroupsl 2 raid, 
Togazevpon a ruinous Monafterre, 

And as I carneftly did fixe mine eye 
Vponthc wafted building,fuddaincly 
k I heard a childecry vnderneatha walls 
I made vnto thcnoyfe,when foonc 1 heard. 

The crying babe controld with this difeourfe : 

Peace tawny flaue, halfe me, and halfe thy dam, 

Did not thy hue bewray whofe brat thou art, 

Had nature lent thee but thy mothers look c, 
Yillainethoumightft hauc bene an Empcrour. 

But where the Bull and Cow are both milk white,, 
Theyneucrdo begetacole-blackeCalfe: 

Peace viliainc peace, euen thus he ratesthe babe 2 
Forlmufl beare theetoa trufly Goth, 

Who when he kuo wes thou art the Emprcffe babe^ 

Will hold thee dcately for thy mothers fake. 

With this my weapon drawnel ruflrt vpon bim, 

Surprizd bun fuddainely, and brought him hither 
To vfe as you thinke needcfull of the man. 

Lucius. Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate d<t)UL 
That robd Andronicui of his good hand: 

This is the Pcarle that pleafd your Empreffe eye. 

And hceres the bafefruit of his burning luff, 

Say vvall-ey d flaue whether wouldfl thou eonuay 
This growing Image ofthy fiendliketace i 
Why deft not IpcakeJ what dcafe,not a word? 

* A 
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Tbt moft lamentable T ragedie 

AhaltetSouldiers, hang him on this tree, 

And by his fide hisfruitotBaftardie. 

Aron. Touch not the boy , he is of Royall blood, 

L'ict. Too like the Sy refor eucr being good, 

Firft hang the childe that he may fee it fprall, 

A fight to vexc the fathers foulewithall. 

Aron . Get me a ladder, Lucius fauethe childe, 
Andbeareitfrommcto the Emprefle: 

If thou doe this, Ilefhew thee wondrous things. 

That highly may aduantage thee to heare$ 

If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
lie fpeake no more but vengeance rot you all. 

Lucius . Say on, and ifit pieafe me which thou fpeakfi, 
Thy childe (ball line, and I will fee it nourifht. 

Aron. And ifit pieafe thee? why affine thee Lucius , 
Twill vexe thy foule tohearewhatl (hall fpeake: 

For I muff talke of murthers, rapes, and maftaercs, 

A&s ofblacke eights, abhominable deeds, 

Complots ofmifchiefe, treafon, villanies 
Ruthfull to heare, yet pittiouffy performd, 

And this ftiall all be buried by my death, 

Vnleffe thou fweare to me my childe Iball Hue. 

Lucius. Tell on thy minde,I fay thy childe fhall liue, 
Aron . Sweare that he fhall, and then I will begin. 
Lucius. Who Ihould I fweare by, thou beleeueft noGoof 
That graunted, how cauft thou beleeuean oath* 

'Aron. What if I doe not, as indeed I doe not. 

Yet for I know thou art religious. 

And haft a thing within thee called conscience, 

With twenty pop i lb tricksand ceremonies, 

Which I hau e feene thee careful 1 to obferue. 

Therefore I vrge thy oath, for that I know 
An Idcot holdshis baublefor a God, 

And keepes the oath which by that God he fwearcs, ^ 
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To thatllevrge him : therefore thoufhalt vow 
By that fame God , what God fo ere itbe 
That thou adoreft, and haft in reuerer.ee. 

To faue my boy , to nourifn and bring him vp. 

Or elfe I will difeouer nought to thee. 

Lucius. Eucn by my God I fweare to thee I will, 

Aron. Fir ft know thou, I begot him on the fcmpreiie, 
Lucius. Oh moft iofatiate luxurious woman ! _ 

Aron. Tut Lucius, this wasbut a deede ofcharitie. 

To that which thou (halt heare of me anon, 

Twas her two formes that murdered < B*JJiams > 

They cut thy fitters to'ngueandramflit her, 

And cut her hands, and trimd her as thou faweft. 

*A#«#r»Oh deteftable villaine, call’ftthou that trimming 

Aron. Why ftie was wafht, and cut, and trimd, 

And twas trim (port for them that had the doing of it 
Lucius, Ohbarberousbcaftly villakics like thy Telic- 
Aron. Indecde I was their tutor to inftmft them, 

That codding fpirit had they from their mother, 

As fure a carde as euer wonne the fer : 

That bloody mindelthinke they learnd of me, 

Astruea dog aseuerfought athead : 

Well, let my deedes be witnesofmy worth, 

I tray nde thy brcthcren to that guilefull hole, 

Where thedcadxorps of Bcfiautts lay : 

1 wrote the letter that thy Father found. 

And hid the gold within the Letter mentioned, 
Confederate with the Queene. and her two fonnes. 

And what not done, that thou haft caufe to rue. 

Wherein 1 had no ftroke of mifehiefe in it* 

I playd the cheater for thy Fathers hand, 

And when I hadit drew my felfe apart. 

And almoft broke my hart with extrearae laughter, 

1 pried me through the creuie of a wall, 

I. When 



' The mo ft lamentable Tragedie 

When for his hand he had his two fonnes heads r 
Beheld his teares,a5tllaught fo hardly, 

That both mine eyes were rainielike to his ; 

And when I told the Emprefle of this fport. 

She founded alrnoff at my plcafing rale. 

And for my tidings gsue me twenty kifTes. 

Cjotk . 

What car.S thou fay all this, and aeuer bluili? 

Aron. 

Hike a Macke dogge as the faying is. 

Lxcim. 

Art thou not lorry for thefe hainous deedes. 

A* on. 

I that I had not done a thoufand more, 

Etien now I curfc the day, and yet I thinkc 
Few come within thecompafle of my curfc. 
Wherein I did not fomc notorious ill, 

A s kill a man, or elfe deuifc his death, 

KauiCh a maid, or plot the way to doe it, 

Accufe fotne innocent, and forfweare my fclfe. 

Set deadly enmity betweene two friends. 

Make pooremens cat.ell breaketheir necks, 

Set fire on barncs and hayflackes in the night, 
Andbidthe owners quench them with their teares: 
Oft haue I digd vp dead men from their gtaues, 

A nd fet them vpright at their deere friends doore, 
Euen when their forrowes alraofl was forgot. 

And on their skmnes, as on. the barke of trees, 
Haue with my knife camera in Roroainc letters. 
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ofTiwAndronicus. 

f et not your forrow die, though I am dead. 

Tut, I haue done a thoufand dreadfull thmges 
As willingly as one would kill a flic, 
a Ia nothin* *reeues mehartily indeede, 

£ rthatl cannot doc tenne thoufand more. 

B ritB>?n S d<>v»n e ,hcd £U ^forhcn ! un M .d,. 

So fweer a death as hanging presently. 

Aron, If theicbcdeuils, would 1 wereadcmll. 

To Hue and burne in eucrlamrtg hre, 

Sol misht haue your company in hell 

Enter Emtlltus* 

Goth. My Lord there isaMeGTenger fromRome 
I)efires to be admitted to yonr prefence. 

Lucius. L«t him come neere. . 

Welcome Emdlms , what s the n*wes from Rome . 

tmd. Lord Lucius , and y ou Princes of the Ootncs, 
TheRomainc Emperourgreeresyouallby me, 

Andfor he vnderft3nds you are in Arroes, 

He craucs a patly at your fathers hoofe 
Willing you to demaund your hoftages, 

Andthey (hall he immediately deliucred. 

Goth. What faies ourGenerall? ^ 

Lucius. Smt/husy let the Emperour giue hispledge* 
Vnto my Father, and my Vncle Marcus, 

And we willcome: march away. Exeunt* 

Enter Turner a, and her tvofoenes difguifed. 

Tamora. Thus in this (Range and fadhabilliament, 

I will encounter with Jbtdronicus , 

l 2 An 
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7 be mofl lamentable Tragedis 

And fay, ! am reuengefent from below. 

To ioyne with him and ri ght his bainous wrongs 
ICnocke at his ftudy where they fay he keepes' * 
To ruminate ftrange plots of diere Reach ve ' 
Tell him Reuenge is Come to ioyne with hm 
And worke confuiion on Jus enemas. ' 



/ hey faoefe ana Tit ns opens bis. fiudie do, 



re. 



Tim. Who doth moled my contemplation ? 
is it yourtneke tomake trie ope thedorc, 

Xhat fo my fad decrees may fficaway^ 

And all my ftudie he to no effect ? 

You are deceaud, for what J meane to doe, 
oeeneere in bloody lines I haue fet down 
And what is written (ball be executed. 

Tamora. TtiHtflam come to talke with thee, 

J No not a word, how can I grace my talke, 

Wammg a band to gi Ue that accord, 7 
1 houhalhne odsof me, there fore nomore. (me 

Tamora If thou didft know me thou woufdfr talke with 
J?/ * arn not 1 knowthee well enough, 

vJZ' m , p i wim!S We «•***■» 

W nc. hefe^eKhaoadsbygrieftsnJcare, 

Witnes , he tyrmg day and heauie night, 
Wnnesallforrow thar l kno w thee well 
i'orotir proud Emprefle, mighty Timora : 

Isno^thy comaung fo r my 0 l fc er handL? 

Z‘ZZ' ™ w ' lho “ f ?' li w* 

bluisth) eneroie, andl tliy friend, - 
lam Reuengele.it from th’mfcrnall Kingdom*, 

To eafe the gnawing vulture ofEhyminde, 

By working wreakefuli vengeance on thy foes : 

Cows 
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( of Titus Andronicus. 

Comedown? and welcomeme tothiswouldslightj 

Conferre with me of murder and of death, 

There’s not a hollow Caue or lurking place, 

Npyaft obfeurity or mifty v ale, 

Where bloody murther or detcfled rape, 

Can couch forfeare but I will finde them out, 

And in their eares tell them my dread full name, 

Reuenge, which makes thefoule offenders quake* 

Tit us. Art thou R e uenge, and art then fent to me, 

To be a torment to mine enemies? 

\ Tartsora* lam, therefore coma downe and welcome me, 
Titus. Doe mefomeferuice ere I come to thee, 

Loeby thy fide where Rapeand Murder (lands, 

Nowgiue fome furance thatthou art Reuenge, 

Stab triem or teare them on thy Chariot wheeles. 

And then He come and be thy Waggoner, 

And whirle aleng with thee about the Globes. 

Prouide thee two proper paifreies, as blackeasleC,' 

Tohale thy vengetV.il Waggon fwift away. 

And finde out murder in their guilty cares. 

And when thy Caris loaden withiheir heads, 
Iw)lldifinount,andby the Waggon wheele, 

T rot like a fertile footeman all day long, 

Eucn from Epeons rifing in theEaft, 

Vntill his very downefall in the Sea. 

And day by day iledocthis heauy taske, 

Sothoudeftroy Rapine and Murder there. 

- T amor a. T hefe are my roiniftet s and come with me. 
Titus. Arethem thy minifters, what arc they call’d? 
Tamora. Rape apd Murder;, therefore called io, 

Caufe they take vengeance of fuch kindeofnien'. 

Titus, Good Lord how liketheEmprefTe Senses they arc 
And you the Emprefle : but we worldly men 
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The fflqfl lamentable T rdgedie 

Oh f'.veet Ren cnge now docl come to these. 

And Tone armcsmrbraceaient will content thee, 

I willimbtacechecinit by and by, 

Tamara: This doling with him fits his Lunacie, 

What ere I forge to fesde his brainc-ficke fits. 

Doe you vpho!d,artd maintaineinyourfpeeches, 

For now he firmcly takes me forReuenge, 

And being credulous in this mad thought, 

.Ilemake him fend for Lucius his fonne,- 
And whilft 1 at a banquet hold him fure, 
lie lindc fomecunniag praftifeout ofhaud 
To Icar ter and difpeife the giddie Gothes, 

Or at the lead make them his enemies : 

See heere becomes, and Irr.ufiply my thestnc. 

Tuns . Long ha tie I bene forlorne.and all for thcc, 
Welcome dread fury to my woefull houfe. 

Rapine and Murtheryou are welcome too. 

How like the Hnoprelle and her fonne* you are, i 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moore, 

Could not all hell affoord you fuch a deuill i 
For well I wotetheEmprdTe neuer wags 
But in her company there is a Moore. 

And would you reprefent our Queene aright. 

It were conuenient you had fueh a deuill : 

But welecrceasyou are, what fhall we doe? 

Tamara. What wouldfi thou haue vs doe Aadronicut ? 

T>:me. Show me a murtherer lie deale with him. 

Chiron. Show mea villainc that hath done a rape, 

And I am fent to be reuengd on him. 

Tarfsera. Show mea thoufand (hat nauedone thee wrong, 
And I will be reuenged on them all. 

Titus. Looke round about the wicked fireetsofRoine, 
And when thou findft a naan that’s like thy felfe, 

Good marcher lub him, b ees a murtherer, 

Coe 
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of Tim Andronicitsi 

Goe thou with him, and when it is thy hap 
To findc another that is lilce to thee, 

Good Rapine frab him, he is a rauilher, 

Goechou with them, and in the Emperours Court, 

There is a Quecne attended by a Moore, 

■Well ma ill thou know her by thy ownc proportion. 

For vp and downe fhe doth refen. ble thee. 

I pray thee doe on them fi me violent death, 

They haue bene violent to me and mine, ^ 

Tamora. Well hatt thou leflbnd vs, this fiiall wcaoe. 

But would itpleafi thee good Andromcttt-, 

To fend for Lucius thy thrice valiant fonne, 

Who leades -towards Rone a band of warlike Gothes, 

And bid him come and banquet at thy houfe, 

When he is hecre,euen at thy folemns feaft, 

I will bring in the Eropreffe and her bonnes. 

The Emperour him felfe, and all thy foes, 

And at thy mercy fhall they ftoope and kneel e. 

And on them fhalt thou eafe thy angry hart : 

What faies An dt out. us to this dcuife i 

Enter Mar cut. 

Titus. 'Marcus naybrother, tis fad Titus calls, 
Goegentle-^iwi tothy Nephew Luetic, 

Thou fliult enquire him out among the Gothes, 

Bid him repairs to me, and bring with him 
Someofthechicfeft Princes of the Gothes, 

Bid him encampe his fouldiers where they are, 

Teilhim the Emperourandthe Ernprefle too 
Feaft at my houfe, and he fhall feaft with them. 

T his doe thou for my Inue, and fo let him, 
Asheregardshisaged Fathcrslife* 

CM«,r .This will 1 doe, and foone rcturne againei 

T amor a 
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The moft lamentable Tr age die 

Tamor. Notv will I hence about thy bufines 
And take my miniffers along with nie. 

Titus Nay , nay, let rapeand murder fay with rae . 
Ur els lie call my brother backeagaine. 

And cleaue to no rcuenge but Lucius* 

,x,i^f*\ What fay you boy es, will you bide with him 

Whiles I goe tell my Lord the Emperour, 

Howl haue go item d ou r d etertnin d i eft, 

Yeelde tohis humour, fmoothandfpeakehimfeire, 

And tarry with him till I turne againe. 

Thus. I know them all, though they fuppofe me mad, 
And will ore-reach them in theyr owne deuifei, 
Apayreofcurfed hell-hounds and their Dam, • 

Deme. Madam depart atplcafure, leauevshecrc. 
Tamara. Farewell iAndronicus, rcuenge now goes 
To lay a complot to betray thy foes. 

Titus. I know thou dooft, and fweete reuenge farewell* 
Chiron* Tell vs old man, how lhall we be imployd, 
Titus. But t haue worke enough for you to doe, 
Publius come h eth cr, Cuius, and Valentine, 

Publius. What isyour wills’ 

Titus. Know you thefe two? 

P ub* f he Eroprdle ibnnes I takethetn t Chiron t Demetrim, 
Titus. Fie Publius fie, thou art toomuch dcceaude, 

The one is Murder,Rapc is the others name, 

And therefore binde them gentle Publius, 

Cat us and V uentine, Jay hands on them, 

Oft hauc you heard me wifh for fuch an houre, 

And now I findc it, therefore byidc - themfure, 

Andftop their mouthesif they begin to cry. 

Chiron. Villainesforbcare, weare the Emprefle fonnei, 
Publius * And therefore do wewhat we are commanded* 
Stop clofe their mouth es, let them nctfpeakea word, 

Is he furc bound, looks that you binde them faff. 

Enter 
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Enter TiM Jndronkus with a knife landLamnut 
ypithaBafotfu 

Titus. Come, come Lauinia , looke, thy foes are bound, 
Sirs flop their roouthes, let them not fpealce to me, 

But let them heare whatfearefull words lvtter. 
Ohvillaincs,Cfe*tc»and Demetrius, , 

Here Hands the fpr ing whome you haue ltaind with muds 
This ooodly Sommer with your Winter mixt, 

You laid her husband, and for that vilde fault. 

Two of her brothers were con demnd to deaths 
My hand cut off, and made a merry ieft. 

Both her fweec hands, her tongue, and thatmore deere 
Then bands or tongue, her fpotleflechaftity, 

Inhumain e tray tors, you conftrasnd and forft. 

What would you fay if I /hould let you fpeake ? 

Yillaincs for fhame you could not beg for grace. 

Harke wretches ho w I meanc to martyr you, 

This one hand yet is left ro cut your throates 
Whilft that Lauinia tweene her ft umps doth hold 
TheBafon that receauesyour guilty blood. 

You know your Mother sneanes to fcaft with me, 

And calls herfelfe Reuenge, and thinkesmemad, 

Harke villaines, 1 will grinde your bones to duff. 

And with your blood and it lie make a paftc, 
Andofthepafteacoffenl will rearc. 

And make twopaffies otyour fhamefull heads. 

And bid that ftrumpet your vnhailowed Dam, 

Like to the earth fwallow herowpeincreafe. 
Thisisthefeaftthat J hauebid herto, 

And this thebanquet fhe lhall furfet on. 

For worfe then Philomel you vfdemy daughter, 

And woife then Progne 1 will be reuengd, 
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And now prepare your throats: Lauinia come, 

Receaue the blood, and when that they are dead, 

Lef me gee grinde their bones to powder fmalij 
And with this hatefull liquour temper it* 

An Ain that paR elec their vilde heads be baktc, 

Come, come, be euery oneofficious, 

To make this banket, which I wiRi may prouc 
More flerneand bloody then the Cemauresfeafb 
He can their throws. 

Sorsovv bring them in* for He play the Cooke, 

And fee them ready againft their Mother comes. 

Exeunt o 

Enter Lficwf 3 C JMarcttt^ and the (jotbet. 
_L*chm% Vnckle CMnrms, fince ti$ my fathers minde 
That ( rcpairetoRomCjIam content* 

Cjotb. And ours with thine befall what Fortune will# 
Lucias, Good Vnckle tike you in this barbarous Mem% 
This rauenous Tiger, this accurfed deuill, 

Lef him receaue no fuRenancc, fetter him* 

Till he be brought vmo the Emperounfacc* 

F or testimony of her foulc proceedings : 

And fee the Ambufb ofourfriends be ftrong*, 

1 feare the Emp#rour meanes no good toys, 

Jldoort* Some, deuilf whifper curfcs in mine care* 

And prompt me that my tongue may vttcr forth, 

The venemous malliceof my fwelling heart, 

Luctus. Away inhumanedogge, vnhallowcdflauc, 
Sirs, helpeourvnckletoconuey him in, 

The crumpets /hew the Empcrour is at hand. 

v • 

Sox fid T r umpetty Enter Emperonr andErnprejfe, with 
Tribunes and others, 

A What, hath the firmament tnoc funnes then one? 

Lhd»h 



of Tim Andronicusl 

' Lucius. What bootesit thee to ^ the parlth 

Marcus, Romes Emperour and Neph 

Thefe quarrels muft be quietly debated, 

The feaft is ready which the carefull Thus, 

Hath ordained to an honourable end, 

For peace, for loue,for league and goo , . 

Pleafe you therefore draw me and take your place*. 

Saturn. CMarcttS'Nt will. 

Sound trut»?ets,*nter Titus like A Cooke, placing 

the Table, and Loam* Kith a vatleouor „ 

Titus. Welcom my gracious Lord, welcom drea Q*. 
Welcome ye warlike Gothes, welcome Luciut , 

And welcome all, although the cheere be poore, 

Twill fill your ftomacks, pleafe you eat of it. 

Satur. Why art thou thus attired Andromcut ? 

Titus. Becaufcl would be fure tohaucall well, 
Toentertaine your highnes,and your Eropreflc. 

Tam. We ate beholding to you good AndromcuS, 

Titus \ Andifyourhighnesknewmy heart,youwcres 
My Lord the Empcrour relolu e me this, 

Was it well done of ralh Ttr^imus, 

To flay his daughter with his owne right hand, 

Becaufe fiic wasenforft,ftaind, and dtflowrdc? 

Satur, It was Andr omens. 

Titus. Your reafon mighty Lord ? 

Satur. Becaufe the girlc fhouldnotfiminiehcr fiiame. 
Ar.d by her prefence ftill renew his farrow es* 

Tit ui. A reafon mighty,fl:rong, and effectual!, 
Apatterne,prefidenr,and liuely warrant, 

Formemoft wretched to performe the like, 
’Die,dK,Lanwia, and thy lhame with thee. 

And with thy lhame thy Fathers forrow die. he kills hen 
Saturn. What haft thou doue, vnnaturall and vnkiede. 7 

K 2 Titus. 






’ mofl lamentable Trdge&h 

kild herfot whoroemy teareshauc mabemcdlind 
as vtofull as V'i irai im was, 

uc a tlioufand cirnes more caufe ch en he, 
tn!s outrage, and it is now done* 
r^What W as (he rauiftt; tell who did the deede. 
wr.AVut plea fe you cat, wilt plcafe your lii^hnes feed# 
. Why half thou flaine thine onely daughter 
Not I, cvvas Chiron and Demetrius. 
ui;ht hcr,and cut away her tongue, 
ey, t was they, that did her all this wrong* 

Ltoe fetch them licther to vsprcfently, 

■tut. Why there they are both, hjkcdm thatpic- 
reof their mother dainnliehathfcd, 
ing the flefh that Ihe hcrfcJfe hath bred, 
true, tis true, witnes tny leniues fharpe point, 

HzJltbstheEmprtft'e. - 





Empt, Diefranticke wretch for thisaccnrfed deede. 
Lucius. Canthefonnes eye behold his father blesdc. ? 
Toere’s mcede for mcede, death for a deadly deede. 

Marcus. You fad fac’d men, people and fons ofRoiftl, 
By vprores feuerd like a flight of fowle, 

Sea tt red by vvindes and high tempeftiousgulll. 

Oh let me teach you how to knit againe ° 

This fcattred corne into one mutual ft caffe, 

Thefe broken limbs againe into one body. 

LornanLord. Let Rome herfelfe bebanc vntohcrfelfe, 
And jiice whomc rrjightie kingdomes curfie too. 

Like a forlomeand defperatecalt away. 

Doe ftamefu 11 execution on herfelfe. 

But ifmy frofhe fignes and chaps of age, 

Graue witndlc* of true experience, ° 

Conoot induce you to attend my words, 

Spe^kc iYoiaes deere friend, as erftour Anccflor, 

When 
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of T It us Andyonicus, 

When with his folemne tongue he did difeourfe 
Toloue-ficke Didoes fad attending eare, 

The ftoryofthat balefull burning night, 
WhenfubtileGreekes furprizdKi^gPriamsTroy* 
Tell vs what Sinon hath bewitcht our earcs. 

Or who hath brought the fatal! engine in 
That giucs our Troy, our Romethe ciuill wound. 

M y h a r f is n c t comp a & of fl i n t nor flee 1 e. 

Nor can I vtter all ourbittergriefe, 

Butfioodsofteares will drown e my Oratorie, 

And breake my very vttrance euen in the time 
"Wher. i: ftould moueyou to attend me rooft. 

Lending your kind commiferation. 

Deereis a Captaine let him tell the tale, 

Yourharts will throb and weepe to heare him fpcake. 

Lucius, i hen noble auditory be it knowne to you. 
That curfed Cktrona nd Demetrius 
Were they that murdred our Emperotirs brother 
And they itivere that rauifted our filler. 

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded 
Our Fathers teares dcfpifd and bafcJy coufend 
Oft hat true hand that fought Romes ejuarrell out 
Andfenther enemies vnto the graue. 

Ladfymy fclfevnkindly banifted, 
f he gates ftuton me and turn d weepin'’’ out 
' To beg re iiefe among Romes enemies, ° * 

Who drownd their enmity in tny truce'eares 
And opt their armes toimbrace me asa friend, 
and lam the turned forth be it knowne to yon, 
riiat haue p referud her welfare in my blood. 

And from herbofom, tookethe enemies point, 

-hea clung the Ocelc in my aduentious bo Jv. 

A Usyou know I arn no vaunter 1, 

My tears can witnesydumb although they 
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The ntoft lamentable T r agedid 

That my report is iuft and full of truth. 

But foft.mc thinkes I doc digreffe too much, 

Cytingmy worthies praife,Oh pardon me. 

For when no friends are by, menpraifethemfelues. 

Mmcu. Now is my turne to fpeake: behold this childe, 
Of this wasTViwfl^deliueted, 

TmTuRe of an irreligious Moore , 

Chicte Architect and plotter ofthefe woes, 

The villaine is aliue in Titus houfc, 

And as he is to witnes this is true. 

Now iudge what courfe had Titus torcuenge, 

Thefe wrongs, vnfpeakeablcpaftpacience, 

Or more then anv liuingman could bearc. 

Now you haue beard the truth, what fay you Romanes? 
Bang yve done-ought atmffe? fhow vs wherein, 

And from the place where you behold vs now, 

The poore remainder of Andronicse 

Will hand in hand all headlong caff vs downe, 

And on the ragged ftonesbeat forth our br aloes, 

And make a mut.all clofureof our houfc : 

Speake Romamesfpeake, and if you fay we fhall, 

Le e hand in hand Lucius and 1 will fall. 

EmiUwt. Comecomethou rcuerentinanof Rome, 

And bring our Impetour gently in thy hand, 

Luaus our Emperour for well I know, 

Goe goc into old 7i/«/ forrowfull houfe, 

And hither hale that misbelieuing UMoore, 

To be adiudgdfome dircfullflaughtenngdea , 

As punilhmentfor his mo If wickedlife. 

L»L all l«.l« to Romes grae.oasGoaetnour. 

£«!«,. Thankes gentle Romamesmay I goot™ 6 1 - 

To healcRomesliauncs, and wipe away he. woe. ^ 
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of Tim Andronkm* 

But gentle people giuc me aime a while, 

Fornature puts me to a heauie taslce, 

Stand all aloofe.but Vnckle draw you neere. 

To fhed obfequious teares vpon this trunke, 

Oh take this warmekiffc on thy palecold lips-, 
Thefeforrowful drops vpon thy bloud-fiaincface, 

The laft true duties of thy noble fonne. 

tJMarc. Tearefor tcarejandlouingkiffeforkille, 

Thy brother M^cwi tenders on thy lips, 

Ch were the fummeof thefe that 1 fhould pay, 

Countleflc and infinite, yet would 1 pay them. 

Lucius. Come hither boy come, come and lcarncofvt. 

To melt in fhowers,thv Grandfier loud thee well. 

Many a time he daunft thee on his knee, 

Sung thee afleepe, hislouing bread thy pillow. 

Many a mat ter bath he told to thee, 

Meete and agreeing with thine infancie, 

Jnthat refpeft then likealouing childe, 

Shedyetfome fmall drops £ omthy tender fpring, 

Becaufe kinde nature doth require it fo, 

Friends Qrould afibciatefriends in griefeand woe. 

Bid him farewell, Commit him to t he gratae. 

Doe them that kindnes and take leaue of them. 

Puer. O Grandfier,Grandfire, cuen with all my hart,: 
Would I were dead foyou didliueagaine. 

O Lord I cannot fpeake to him for weeping, 

My teares w ill choake me if 1 ope ray mouth . 

Romawe. You fad An irontcit haue done with woes, 

Giue fentence on this execrable wTetch, 

Thathath benebreederofthefe direeuents* 

Lutiut. Set him bread deepe in earth and famifli him 
There let him dand and raue andery for foode, 

If any one releeucs or pitties him, 

For the offence he dies, this is our dooms. 

Some 
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The mo ft lamentable Tr age' die ' 

Someftayto fechimfaftned in the earth. 

Aron Ah why Should wrath be mute, and fury dumb* 
iani no baby I, that with bafe prajers 

1 famild repenfthe tuils I haue done, 

Pen thousand worfe.then eueryetldid, 

Would I pprformeifl might haue ray will. 

Ifone good deed in all my life I did, 

2 doe repept it from ray very fonle. 

Lucius. Some louing friends conuey the Entperour hence 
And giue him burial! in hisfathers grape,' 
iVty lather and Lauimafhall forthwith 
Beclo&d in ourhouiholds monument: 

As for that hano us Tiger Tamora, 

No funerdlriteinor roan in mournefull weeds, 
Nomournefullbetl fhall ring her burial! . 

But throw her forth to beaftxand birds to prey,; 

Her life was beaftly and deuoid ofpitty, -T'/^ 

And being-fo fhall haue like want ofpitty. 
Seeiudicpdehe on Aren that cj>*ffibd Moore, 

By wheme our heauy haps had their beginning t 
Then afterwards to ^rder well theftate. 

That like eucncs may ner’e it ruinate. 
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